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It will all make sense again 


by The _pineaple_tree 


Summary 


Wilbur had been six when his parents left and he was thrown into a system that didn't care for 
him. 

He had been eight when he realised that the world wasn't kind. 

He had been twelve when he lost hope on ever finding a family. 

He had been sixteen when he got killed. 

He had been seventeen when he finally found a home. 


Or: Wilbur, newly turned into a Phantom, learns to trust people again. 


Notes 


To be honest, I don't have much planed out for this fic. But I liked the idea so I just started 
writing. Let's see where this will go. 

Also: The prologue is Phil's POV, but most of this fic will probably be from Wilbur's POV. 
This story is strictly about the characters and not the content creators. 


Title from "Secret for the mad" by "dodie" 


Prologue 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Philza Craft hadn’t expected a lot of things in his life. If someone had told twenty-year-old 
Phil he would be a single parent one day, he probably would have laughed at them. And now 
here he was. A proud father of two precious sons he would give anything for. 


He was also severely sleep deprived, which tends to happen when both of your sons are 
traumatised and sometimes need a little extra attention to know that they are loved. Even 
though it was only 6 p.m., he was ready to fall into his bed and sleep for at least twelve hours. 
However, he still had work to do, which left him in his office, staring at his computer while 
his boys were watching a movie downstairs. 


Another thing Phil definitely didn’t expect was getting a call from Tommy’s old social 
worker at this time. 


Immediately, worry flooded through his entire body. He had adopted Tommy four years ago 
and the last time he heard anything from his social worker must have also been at least two 
years ago. So, he really had no idea why she was calling now. 


Hesitantly, he picked up the phone and answered the call. “Hello?” 


“Hellos Mr Craft. It’s good to hear you again,” she responded with a loud voice. Miss Mayers 
was her name, if Phil remembered correctly. Her contact in his phone was only saved as 
*Tommy’s social worker’. 


“Ts there a reason you are calling me?” Phil immediately cut to the case. 


“Oh, yes. There is a reason. But don’t worry. It has nothing to do with Tommy.” Those words 
took some wight form Phil’s shoulders. Though, it immediately returned as she continued on. 


“T have a request for you. I know you didn’t plan on taking any more children but I have a 
pretty special case. I promise he is actually really kind and not violent or anything like that. I 
know you did a really good job with Tommy and Techno, so you have some experience with 
special cases. And it would really be preferable if he could stay with other hybrids, so I 
decided it won’t hurt to ask, though I would understand it if you declined.” 


Phil’s first instinct was to say no. Like she had said, he hadn’t had any intentions on taking in 
another child, caring about his two boys already took a lot of time and effort. However, he 
had always been both really soft and more curious than is good for him, so what came out of 
his mouth instead was, “Why is it a special case?” 


There were a few moments of silence from the other side before Miss Mayers finally started 
talking again. This time a lot more hesitant. “Well... first of all, his name is Wilbur and he’s 
seventeen. I’ve just recently become his social worker; he was assigned to someone else 


before that. The problem is... oh god, there isn’t really a good way to put this. You see, up 
until recently, Wilbur had been fully human. He has been in the system since he was six. 
Well... There has been an incident in his last home. We don’t actually know the full situation; 
he refuses to talk about most of it. But we do know that Wilbur got killed by his former foster 
father. Not by accident, it was with full intent on killing him. He got stabbed multiple times 
and then shot.” 


“What!” Phil interrupted her. Loud enough that he was sure Techno and Tommy must have 
heard him. 


His entire body was filled with a strange mixture of anger and confusion. Anger, because 
how could you not be angry after hearing such a story. After hearing that someone just 
decided to kill a teenager when he had promised to give him a home, a place where he would 
be safe. 


He also was really confused because he had absolutely no idea what Miss. Mayer wanted him 
to do with that story. Apparently, Wilbur was dead. So Phil had no clue what his job here 
would be. Maybe Wilbur had a younger sibling that had witnessed everything. But then 
again, why wouldn’t she lead with that. And it also didn’t fit the way she was talking about 
the whole situation. Absolutely nothing about this made any sense. 


“Mr Craft, I know this story is really strange, and also infuriating, but pleas let me finish 
before you ask any questions or make a decision,” Miss Mayers continued in a somewhat 
calm voice. “Wilbur got killed, but he isn’t dead. After he died, he came back as a Phantom. 
We don’t know if there is a reason behind it or if it just happened by chance, but that’s how it 
is.” 


Phil didn’t know what to say. Everything within him just seemed to have come to a stop, 
because he didn’t know how to deal with a situation like this. He didn’t know much about 
Phantoms. Only the most basic stuff and that they are extremely rare. Like, there weren’t 
even a thousand in all of the United States kind of rare. 


Miss Mayers kept talking before Phil could even give any kind of reaction, “He can’t control 
his ability to go invisible or intangible yet, which means he can’t go into the sun at all. He 
can’t live in any of the group-homes because of that, and that’s also the reason why it is so 
hard to find a place for him. There is a special kind of sun-filter, that needs to be applied to 
every window of the house in order for him to not burn in the sunlight. The problem is that 
you would need to buy these filters yourself. They are not that expensive, but for a full house 
it would still add up to a few hundred bucks.” 


The first full thought Phil had after hearing all of this was that he just wanted to hug this boy 
and protect him from the entire world. The second thought was that he wasn’t sure if he could 
do that. If he was the right person to deal with something like that. Sure, he had taken good 
care of Techno and Tommy, and they both had their fair share of trauma, but this was on 
another level entirely. However, he also knew that he was really soft. He couldn’t just look 
away from someone who needs help and hope someone else would do it. The world often 
wasn’t kind to those who needed it the most. It certainly hadn’t been kind to Wilbur. 


He needed to focus. Phil knew he can’t decide this right now, and also not on his own, but he 
could at least get some more information. “Where is he currently staying if he isn’t at a 
group-home?” 


“He had been in the hospital for a few weeks. Now he is at a rehab clinic that luckily had a 
room fit for Phantoms. It is still less than ideal because he can only really leave his room 
when it’s night and he seems to dislike small spaces.” 


“Okay. Can you send me his files?” Phil asked. That would be the fastest way to get all the 
information he would need. 


“Of course, I’ll send them to you. Does that mean you will take him?” she asked with a 
hopeful tone. She seemed to actually care for Wilbur, which was a rare thing with social 
workers from Phil’s experience. But he also remembered her taking at leas somewhat good 
care of Tommy, so she really wasn’t all that bad. At least she was definitely far better than 
Techno’s old social worker. 


“Tt means Ill at least consider it,” he replied. “I need to see if I can actually do it. And I need 
to talk with my boys about it. I can’t just decide this alone. But I’ll give you an answer by 
tomorrow evening, if that’s alright.” 


“Yes, that’s perfectly fine. Thank you so much for at least considering it. If you have any 
further questions just contact me.” 


After saying goodbye, Phil hung up and leaned back in his chair, spreading his wings a little 
further. After only a few moments, a notification popped up on his screen. He clicked on it to 
open both Wilbur’s files and a link to where he could buy the sun-filters. Wilbur’s files were 
mostly just records form previous homes, which appeared to be quite a lot. The last house 
probably wasn’t the only problem the boy had. 


Phil rubbed his face with his hands, suddenly feeling even more exhausted than before. 


“Fuck.” 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you liked it so far. 

I have most of the next chapter already written, so the next update probably won't take 
too long. 

Please leave Kudos and Comments to keep me motivated. 


Chapter 2 


Chapter Notes 


The actual story begins. Wilbur is not having a good time. 


Disclaimer: This fanfiction will on multiple occasions mention panic attacks or 
something similar to it. There will also be mentions of self-harm. If this is something 
you are not comfortable with, don’t read this. Please stay safe. 


Now, enjoy the story. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Wilbur was looking out of the car window, watching the houses go by. It was still early in the 
evening and the sun had just disappeared behind the horizon, bathing the world in a strange 
light that slowly faded away. There were no people left in the front yards, no playing children 
or people walking their dogs. Everyone had already retreated to the warm interior of their 
home, where they were safe from the harsh cold of late October. 


From his view out of the car, the houses looked all the same to Wilbur. They didn’t seem like 
actual homes, like places of warmth and safety and laughter. From outside they were just 
rows and rows of empty houses. 


Wilbur wondered how it felt to have a home. To look at a house and see more than just a 
concrete block. To see a place that keeps you safe instead. A place that is more than just 
hallways of empty promises. 


Maybe once he’ II turn eighteen, he will be able to save enough money and buy a house, or at 
least rent an apartment. Maybe then it will feel like an actual home, like somewhere he 
belonged. Or it will still be only empty rooms that he just so happened to stay in. Only then, 
they will be filled with loneliness instead of screaming parents. That’s how it has always 
been, maybe that’s how it will always stay. Well, he still has to wait nearly a year to find out. 


His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by his social worker finally deciding to pay some 
attention to him, looking back through the review mirror. “Lighten up, kid. I’m sure the new 
family will like you.” 


Clara, his new social worker, was a nice enough woman. She was definitely better than his 
previous social worker, who just didn’t give a shit about Wilbur at all. Clara was just way too 
optimistic for his liking. However, she did actually manage to find him a house to stay at so 
he wouldn’t have to stay at the rehab clinic for any longer. He wasn’t really sure if he 
preferred it like this, but he could at least appreciate the effort. 


“Philza already has two adopted sons,” she continued, even though Wilbur hasn’t 
acknowledged her in any way. “And all three of them are Hybrids, so you will fit right in.” 


Wilbur just huffed in response, finally turning his gaze from the window to his hands lying in 
his lap. They were pale, extremely pale. They didn’t use to be like this. They shouldn’t be 
this pale. But they were, and he couldn’t really change anything about it. 


Hybrids.... Right, he supposed he technically was a Hybrid now. He hadn’t yet gotten used to 
the fact that he wasn’t a Human anymore. Every time he looked into a mirror it just felt 
wrong. His teeth were too sharp, his ears too pointy, his skin too pale and his usually brown 
eyes seemed to have a green shimmer to them. 


His fingers were also wrong. His nails were too sharp and pointy, looking like claws rather 
than normal fingernails. His body was littered with small cuts from when he had forgotten 
how sharp they were and accidently cut himself. He had tried to cut them short once, which 
didn’t really work out well. It started to bleed and he was immediately stopped by a nurse. He 
hadn’t been allowed to have any scissors afterwards. 


Wilbur’s thoughts were interrupted once again by the car coming to a sudden halt. By then, 
the last light of the sun had fully disappeared behind the horizon. Not that it really made a 
difference to Wilbur. His new eyes were able to see perfectly clear in the dark. At least one 
useful feature of his new state of being. 


The house they stopped in front of looked like every other house in the street. A two-story 
building with a garage attached to it and a small front yard. If he had to guess, Wilbur would 
say it had a bigger garden on the back side, though it was hard to tell. 


Clara had already exited the car while Wilbur was still busy inspecting the house. He quickly 
grabbed his small bag of belongings and followed her to the front door. The plastic bag was 
only filled with some worn out clothes, some necessary hygiene articles he technically stole 
from the rehab center, and a really old stuffed animal, which vaguely resembles a blue sheep. 
He had gotten it when he was five and lovingly named it Friend. He knew it was stupid and 
that he really didn’t need a stuffed animal at seventeen years old, but it was the only thing 
that he had been able to keep through every house, so Friend staid. 


By the time he caught up to Clara, she had already rung the bell and was waiting for someone 
to open the door. 


This someone came only a few moments later in the form of a man with shoulder-length 
blond hair. He was shorter than Wilbur, he noticed in the back of his mind, though he was 
mostly distracted by the huge black wings on the man’s back. 


Wilbur had known that the man was an Elytrian. However, he didn’t expect his wings to be as 
black as the night sky itself. They seemed to absorb all light and Wilbur had a hard time not 
staring at them. But other than the slightly intimidating wings, the man looked mostly just 
normal. 


“Hello, it’s nice to see you again, Mr Craft. Wilbur, this is Philza Craft, your new foster 
father. Mr Craft, this is Wilbur,” Clara immediately started talking. 


“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr Craft,” Wilbur murmured, trying, and failing to make eye 
contact with the man. Instead, he opted to look at the bag he was clutching tightly to his 
chest. His old social worker would have probably scolded him for making a bad first 
impression, but at this point Wilbur did not really care anymore and just wanted to get it over 
with. 


The man didn’t seem to mind and just smiled at Wilbur. “I’m happy to finally meet you, 
Wilbur. And please, there is no need to be this formal. You can just call me Phil,” he man — 
Phil —said, holding out his hand. Only then did Wilbur notice that, just like himself, he had 
claws instead of normal nails, which was both relieving and terrifying. Relieving, because it 
meant he couldn’t get mad at Wilbur for his claws, through it wouldn’t really be a surprise if 
he still did. And Terrifying, because they looked like they would hurt badly if struck with. 


Hesitantly, Wilbur took the hand and shook it. Phil didn’t comment on the claws or the small 
wounds decorating them and instead just kept smiling at Wilbur. “How about you two come 
inside.” 


Wilbur wordlessly entered after Clara and took his shoes of, putting them next to the few 
pairs that were already standing in the entry hall. His shoes were old and worn out and really 
stood out in comparison to the other ones. 


He followed the adults through a large living room and into a kitchen with a table and some 
chairs, where they sat down. 


Clara immediately started talking again, handing Phil some documents that needed to be 
signed. Wilbur tuned them out in favour of inspecting the interior of the house. 


Everything seemed really spacious, which it probably needed to be to accommodate for the 
large wings. If Wilbur remembered correctly, the younger of the two sons was an Avian, 
which basically just meant he was an Elytrian who was still too young to fly. So there will be 
two sets of wings. 


Other than that, the only thing Wilbur could say about the interior was that it looked lived in. 
Some items were just lying around in places where they clearly didn’t belong, drawings of 
children were hanging on the fridge and mismatched decoration stood everywhere, most of it 
also looking like it was made by a child. 


From his view into the living room, he could see a large couch, two big chairs in totally 
different colours and a ton of different blankets and pillows. In the hallway had been two 
more doors, but they were closed so Wilbur couldn’t see what was behind them. 


There was also a staircase leading up to the second floor and for just a moment Wilbur could 
see a head of blond locks peaking around the corner, before it disappeared back upstairs. 
Probably one of Phil’s sons. 


Wilbur wondered why they weren’t downstairs with them. Usually, the parents were eager for 
him to meet his ‘new siblings’, as they always liked to say. But he wasn’t about to complain 
about it. The other children usually didn’t like him very much, whether they were also foster 
kids or biological. More siblings mostly just meant more competition for either food or the 


parents attention. And if the parents had already adopted kids before, it usually meant they 
were disappointed once they realise Wilbur wasn’t as picture-perfect as they were when they 
first came to the house. 


Wilbur was suddenly pulled back to reality by the adults on the table standing up, apparently 
having finished everything necessary. He immediately followed them back to the front door, 
where Clara was ready to leave. 


“Alright. Wilbur, if you need anything, you have my number, right?” 


He nodded in response, remembering the small sheet of paper with her phone number on it he 
had stuffed somewhere in his bag. He didn’t have a phone, so he wasn’t really sure how he 
should call her, but he didn’t mention that. 


“Okay, I wish you a good time here. Mr Craft, thank you for taking care of Wilbur. And 
please, tell Tommy kind regards from me.” With these words she exited the door, closing it 
behind her before either of them could say anything else. 


Wilbur was briefly confused by her last statement, until he remembered her mentioning that 
she also had been the social worker of one of Phil’s sons. Tommy, apparently. 


Well, now came the part that Wilbur has been dreading. Subconsciously, he reached for his 
wrist, while also still holding on to his bag. He felt for his pulse, focusing on the steady 
rhythm underneath his skin. It was habit he had only recently picked up, after the incident. 
His heart was beating fast. 


The first moments alone with new foster parents were always just awkward. Either they 
immediately start listing all the different rules of the house, or they expect him to just tell 
them everything about himself, including his entire life story. 


The latter option brought up a whole new problem. Wilbur had no idea how much Phil knew 
about his last house and if he will start to ask questions about it. He really wasn’t ready to 
talk about that. Especially with a total stranger he will probably only stay with for a couple of 
months. If he’s lucky. 


Phil turned back to him with a smile on his face. “Well, I think first of all, you should meet 
my two sons, if it is alright with you. I told them to wait upstairs as not to overwhelm you 
when you first arrive. Tommy can be a bit loud and obnoxious at times, but he doesn’t mean 
anything bad. He’s ten. Techno’s only a few months older than you. He is a lot quieter than 
Tommy. I was just about to cook dinner, so how about they give you a tour through the house 
while I continue that?” 


It took Wilbur a few moments to realise Phil was expecting an answer from him, so he 
quickly nodded his head. This way he at least wouldn’t have to be alone with an adult. 


They moved into the living room and Phil called up the stairs, “Tommy, Techno, you can 
come down now!” 


It took all of three seconds before a blur of red and white came tumbling down the stairs, 
halting directly in front of Wilbur. The boy had blond locks and blue eyes and on a pair there 
was a pair of red and white wings on his back, though a lot smaller ones than Phil had. 


“Hey, ’m Tommy, the biggest man ever,” he said, before looking Wilbur up and down and 
adding, “You look really cool.” 


Wilbur tried not to flinch at that statement. No matter if it was a compliment or not, any 
reminder of how he looked just hurt. Because he didn’t look like he used to. He didn’t look 
like he should look. 


“Tommy,” came a new voice from the stairs, “don’t make him uncomfortable. He just 
arrived.” 


The owner of the voice came down only a moment later. He was a little shorter than Wilbur, 
though from the looks of it, he was definitely stronger. Small tusks poked out between his 
lips, a clear sign for his piglin heritage. However, what stuck out the most was the boy’s long, 
pink hair, that fell over his shoulders. 


He looked at Wilbur for a few seconds, before finally saying, “I’m Techno. Nice to meet 
you,” with what was probably the most monotone voice Wilbur had ever heard. 


“Hello,” Wilbur said in response, barely above a whisper. 


For a few long moments after that, there was an awkward silence. All three of them were 
looking at Wilbur, who in return had no idea where he should look at. So, he opted to once 
again just stare at the bag he was still holding on to. He worried that if his grip got any 
tighter, his claws might rip holes into the cheap plastic and forced his fingers to relax a little. 


“Okay,” Phil finally decided after some time, breking the silence. “How about you two give 
Wilbur a tour around the house while I prepare dinner. Techno, please make sure Tommy 
isn’t too loud.” 


Techno nodded in response and after one last look at Wilbur, Phil turned around and walked 
back towards the kitchen, leaving the tree of them alone. 


Wilbur wasn’t quite sure how he felt about that. On the one hand, he preferred not being 
anywhere near any adult. On the other, the adults were usually the only thing keeping his 
foster siblings from doing god-knows-what. 


For a few moments they just stood in silence once again before Tommy suddenly started to 
jump up and down, full of excitement. “Come on, come on! I can show you everything!”, he 


said and dashed up the stairs. 


Techno just shook his head with a small smile on his face. “Child,” he murmured before 
walking up the stairs after Tommy, looking behind for Wilbur to follow. 


“I’m not a child!”, came the loud response from upstairs. 


Wilbur relaxed a little at their exchange. They didn’t really seem like they meant to harm 
him. At least not at the moment. Maybe they decided to play nice for a while, until they get 
bored of it. Or they just hadn’t realised yet what Wilbur being there meant for their own lives. 
Either way, Wilbur would take it while lasted. 


As Techno was walking up the stairs, Wilbur noticed that he was skipping certain steps. 
Following the two of them, Wilbur hesitantly stepped on one of the steps Techno had skipped 
and it gave out a small squeak under his feed. Okay, so it was probably best to just avoid 
those steps. 


The second floor appeared to be just one long hallway with a bunch of closed doors and a 
spiral staircase at the end, which Wilbur assumed led to the attic. 


Tommy was already waiting at the top of the stairs, impatiently flapping with his little wings. 
Techno was standing right next to him, trying not to get hit by said wings. 


The moment Wilbur reached the last stair, Tommy started to talk at a speed that was too fast 
to understand anything, especially while Wilbur was still taking in his new surroundings. 


Luckily, Techno interrupted him after only a few sentences. “Tommy, calm down. Nobody 
understands anything you are saying. How about I show him everything here and then you 
can show him your room?” 


Tommy seemed to consider this offer for a second, before nodding with a small pout on his 
face. 


With the youngest finally somewhat quiet, Techno started the actual tour, walking up to the 
first door. “This is Phil’s bedroom. He doesn’t really mind anyone coming in, just knock 
before you enter. And the door right next to it is his office. Phil works form home, so he 
usually is there if he isn’t downstairs or asleep. If you need anything from him, just knock. 
As long as he’s not on a phone call, he’ll just stop whatever he’s doing.” 


Wilbur is not that stupid to think interrupting an adult by their work won’t end in any form of 
punishment. But he still appreciates the sentiment and nods. 


“This is my room,” Techno continues his tour, this time actually opening the door. Inside was 
large room with a big bed in one corner, a desk with a computer on it in another and a closet 
on the same wall as the door. The rest of the room was mostly filled by bookshelves with 
dozens of books on them and an actual sword hanging above the desk. 


Tommy immediately ran inside and threw himself on the bed, while Techno continued 
talking, “Just in general for the entire house, knock before you enter someone else’s room, 
don’t just walk in. Everyone should have their privacy.” 


“Okay,” Wilbur replied, sure that he probably won’t ever enter someone else’s room if he 
doesn’t have to. 


After convincing Tommy to get down from the bed, Techno went on with the tour. “This is 
the bathroom,” he said, opening the next door down the hallway. “Phil and Tommy mostly 


use the bathroom downstairs, since it has more room for their wings, but you can use this 
one. And there’s also not a rule on showering or anything. You can take one whenever you 
want. Maybe just not in the middle of the night, so you don’t wake everyone else up.” 


The bathroom is simple, with blue walls, a toilet, a sink, a cabinet, and a small shower. 
However, Wilbur was too busy just staring at Techno in disbelief to really notice any of that. 


“What’s wrong?” the other asked as he noticed. 


Wilbur immediately looked away and back down to the bag he was still holding on to. “Sorry, 
it’s... I don’t think anyone has ever said that there was no rule about something. Usually, they 
just assume I know. And if there is a rule, they either tell me or also assume I know.” 


Techno just looked at him with something that might be understanding in his gaze. “Well, 
I’ve also been in the system for some time, so I know how shitty people can be. To be honest, 
I’m just telling you things I wish I had known when I first came here. I know you probably 
don’t trust any of us, but Phil really isn’t a bad guy.” 


Wilbur didn’t know what to say to that. There was a small spark of hope withing is chest, but 
all he wanted was to put it back out. Hope usually only meant it will hurt more when it 
inevitably comes to an end. So, he just staid quiet and after a few tense moments they 
continued their tour. 


“Tommy, you show him your room now,” Techno said and the younger immediately jumped 
into action, running towards the staircase at the end of the hallway. 


“My room is the coolest room ever, for the coolest man ever.” He sprinted up the stairs, 
Techno and Wilbur following behind. 


The second floor was apparently not just an attic, like Wilbur had assumed. Instead, it was 
another hallway, though this time with only two doors. One of the doors was wide open and 
had what appeared to be a simple storage room behind it. 


Tommy had already disappeared through the second door, which opened up to a children’s 
bedroom. It was quite large, tough the sloping ceiling made it appear smaller. Wilbur was 
sure he wouldn’t be able to stand up straight in one half of the room. 


The furniture was similar to Techno’s room, with a bed, a desk, and a closet. Except this 
room wasn’t filled with books and had instead all kinds of different toys lying around on the 
floor. 


For a brief moment Wilbur was really confused, because although Tommy had entered before 
him, he was nowhere visible in the room. That was until he heard a soft giggle from above 
him and looked up. There was a broad wooden beam going through the room at the highest 
point, with just enough room above so someone could sit on it and a rope ladder hanging 
down to get up. 


Tommy was perched on the beam, smiling down at them. “Isn’t this the coolest thing ever?” 


Wilbur had to admit that this was indeed pretty cool and nodded hesitantly. 


“Avians usually like to sleep somewhere up high. Phil built him this room when Tommy first 
came here,” Techno mentioned from beside him. 


Wilbur did once again not know what to say to that. He had never heard of any foster parent 
building an extra room only so the child might sleep better. 


Luckily, Tommy chose that moment to jump from the beam, effortlessly gliding down with 
his small wings. He was still jumping up and down, full of excitement. “Come on, come on. 
We still need to show you your room. But it is really boring, especially compared to my best 
room ever,” he said, already running back down the stairs. 


Wilbur paused at that. He would get his own room. This was actually something really good 
for a change. It still didn’t have to mean he will get much privacy; he had been in houses 
before where he got his own room but wasn’t allowed to even close the door. But it was still 
better than sharing a room with someone else. 


He followed Techno down the stairs and was led to the only door on the second floor they 
hadn’t been to yet. Tommy immediately threw open the door but waited next to it for Wilbur 
to get in first. Hesitantly, he entered the room, Tommy and Techno following behind him. 


The room in itself wasn’t really anything special. It had a bed with a small nightstand, a desk, 
and a closet. The walls were empty and bare. The only things in the room beside the furniture 
were plain grey bedsheets and a small alarm clock on the nightstand. Other than the rest of 
the rooms in the house, this one didn’t look lived in. However, it was his, and he was still 
grateful for it. 


Dully, Wilbur noted that there was no lock on the door, but there still was the hope that the 
knocking-policy would also apply for his room. 


“It’s pretty empty, but Phil probably plans on going shopping in the coming days to get you 
some more stuff,” Techno said from behind him, still standing in the doorframe. “For now, 
we'll just leave you alone so you can unpack your things. Tommy, come on.” 


The younger pouted for a moment, staying where he was lying on the soft carped. But he 
quickly complied after a stern look from his brother, following him outside. He closed the 
door behind him as he walked out, leaving Wilbur alone for the first ttme since he entered the 
house. 


After a few moments of watching the door, he realised that they probably won’t come back 
immediately, storming into the room without any warning. Part of him was still convinced 
they will just come back, laugh at him for thinking he would get his own room and tell him to 
sleep on the couch. But it didn’t seem like that was happening. 


Wilbur let out a shuddering breath, finally walking over to the bed. He put the plastic bag at 
the end of the bed. There wasn’t really any use in unpacking the few items it had inside. He 
didn’t expect he would stay that long. 


Then again, they had spent a lot of money for the sun-filters on the windows. There was a 
high chance they will keep him around, at least until they get the money back through the 
funds Phil receives for taking care of him. Which meant he would stay here, no matter if they 
liked him or not. 


Wilbur reached for his pulse again, trying desperately to quell the upcoming panic. His heart 
was still beating way too fast, but at least the steady rhythm of its beat was somewhat 
calming. He can’t panic now. He didn’t know when dinner will be ready and they expected 
him to come down again. 


Instead, he distracted himself by testing out the bed. It was soft. Especially in comparison to 
the hard mattresses at the rehab center, which felt like it was filled with bricks. He could 
hardly sleep there most of the time. But this mattress felt really soft and comfortable. 


He thought back to everything that had transpired in the last half an hour or so. Nothing 
necessarily bad had happened so far. The Crafts seemed nice enough. 


He wondered how long that will last. 
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Wilbur didn’t know how much time had passed while he was lying on the bed, thinking back 
on everything that had happened so far, but at one point he was startled by Phil calling for 
dinner from downstairs. 


Before Wilbur found the courage to open his door, he heard light footsteps running down the 
hallway, which he assumed belonged to Tommy. The noise was followed by heavier footsteps 
walking towards his own door and a sudden knock. 


Hesitantly, Wilbur opened the door to reveal Techno standing in front of it. 


“Dinner is ready,” he said, already turning to walk down the stairs. “When Tommy first came 
here, he didn’t hear Phil because he was too busy unpacking and it took some time to 
convince him that he will actually get dinner. I just wanted to make sure that wouldn’t happen 
again.” 


“Thanks,” Wilbur said in response as he followed Techno down the stairs and into the 
kitchen. 


Tommy was already sitting at the fully set dining table, with Phil currently putting down the 
second of two pots. Both of them seemed to have some kind of stew in them. 


Wilbur was relieved to see he could just take his own portion of food out from the pot. That 
way he could be sure that no one had put anything in his food. 


“You can sit next to me!” Tommy exclaimed, pointing to the empty chair next to him while 
simultaneously trying to put some food on his plate. Phil and Techno both took their seats on 
the opposite side while Wilbur sat down on the chair Tommy pointed at. Nobody seemed to 
have anything against this seating arrangement, so it was probably fine. And with this place, 
he sat the widest away from Phil while also having a good view at him, which was another 
bonus. 


“Tommy, concentrate while taking your food, or you’lI just spill it all over the table again,” 
Phil scolded, though there didn’t seem to be any actual anger behind his words. Then he 
turned to Wilbur again, “I just made some stew for dinner, I hope you like it. This one is 
vegetarian, the other one is with meat. You can take whatever you like best. Tommy can’t eat 


any meat, while Techno needs to have it in his diet, so we have two different options most 
days. Your file didn’t say anything about food restrictions or allergies. Is there any food you 
prefer or dislike, or anything they missed?” 


Wilbur just shook his head. He had spent too many nights with an empty stomach to be a 
picky eater. He would take whatever he would get. 


“Okay, that’s good to know. Feel free to ask if you want anything specific and I'll do my best. 
And I promise that you won’t ever have to go hungry in this house. I don’t know how it was 
in your previous houses, but I do know that the system can be pretty bad at taking care of 
children. You don’t have to worry about that here. You can eat something whenever you want 
as long as you don’t only eat junk food.” 


“Thank you,” Wilbur murmured, barely audible. That was actually quite reassuring. He didn’t 
know if the promise will hold, but at least for now it was there and meant he will get food. 
Especially since his new body needed more food than his old one. Food meant he could learn 
to use his new abilities, and that meant he would be saver and able to flee if necessary. 


“You really don’t need to thank me for what should be a basic right,” Phil said with 
something sad in his voice. “I want to talk to you about a few things after dinner. Nothing 
bad, only a few things that need to be discussed. But for now, let’s just eat.” 


This was a lot less reassuring. Having a talk usually didn’t end well, even if it was supposed 
to be ‘not bad’. 


But that will be a problem for future Wilbur, right now he wanted to eat something. He was 
actually quite hungry from the anxiety of the last hour or so. Once he noticed that everyone 
else already had food on their plates, he quickly put some of the meat-stew on his own. 


The food was quite good. By far better than the food in the rehab center or the hospital at 
least. It tasted like someone put actual effort into making it taste good. 


The dinner went by far quicker than Wilbur would have liked. The others were constantly 
talking while they ate and tried to include him in the conversation. Mostly just through 
Tommy asking him random questions like what his favourite colour or animal was. Wilbur 
answered these questions, but he mostly staid quiet otherwise, just observing the others. 


It was interesting to see them interact with each other. They seemed to understand and know 
each other so well. They argued about different topics and Tommy started to throw insults at 
Techno until Phil intervened. But even then, there was no actual anger or hatred in their vices, 
instead it was filled with love and caring. 


They looked so whole as a family. Like they had everything they needed right here. It made 
Wilbur wonder where he could fit into this house. Where was place for him if they already 
had everything they could ever want? Could he ever have something like they had it, a place 
where he would actually belong? 


It was a stupid hope. One he had given up on years ago. But still, it made something deep 
inside his chest constrict with pain and longing. 


Once everyone had finished eating, Phil told Techno and Tommy to do the dishes while he 
and Wilbur talked. The anxiety from earlier came back full force at that. The kitchen was 
right next to them und Wilbur knew that Techno and Tommy were within earshot, but it still 
felt like he was alone with Phil. Like the man could do anything and nobody would stop him. 


Wilbur reached for his pulse again, the steady rhythm of his heart doing little to calm him 
down. Logically, he knew that it was unlikely that Phil would do anything, let alone hurt him 
on the first day. But his mind kept wandering back to the last house and all he could think 
about was a bloodied knife and a gunshot ringing in his ears. All he could see were grey 
walls surrounding him, with no way to escape. 


The last house hadn’t started bad either. It had also simply started with a nice warm dinner 
and a woman who promised to take care of him. 


“Wilbur,” a soft voice suddenly startled him out of his thoughts. He blinked a few times, 
realising that he was still sitting at the table in the Craft’s house. Phil was still sitting opposite 
of him, far enough away so he couldn’t reach Wilbur without standing up. His wings were 
tucked close to his back and his hands were lying open on the table so Wilbur could see that 
he wasn’t holding anything in them. It also meant that his sharp claws were on full display, 
looking ready to strike at a moment’s notice. 


“Are you back with me again?” Phil asked with a calm voice. 


Wilbur just nodded in response, not trusting his voice to speak. He kept staring at Phil’s 
hands to make sure he won’t do anything with them. 


“If you want, we can do this at another time. There is really no rush,” Phil continued. 


Wilbur immediately shook his head. “No, we can do it now,” he said quickly, his voice only 
breaking a little. As much as he just wanted to curl up under a blanket and forget about the 
world around him, he couldn’t put this conversation off forever. It would happen sooner or 
later, so it was better to just get it over with. And later would most likely mean a time where 
they were alone, which Wilbur desperately wanted to avoid. Right now, he could still see 
Tommy and Techno in the kitchen, hear their bickering as they washed the dishes, which was 
far better than being alone with an adult. 


“Okay mate, but tell me if it gets too much,” Phil said, smiling reassuringly at Wilbur. “I 
wanted to talk to you about a few different things. First of all, Techno might have already 
mentioned it, but if you want, we can go shopping in the coming days to get you a few things. 
You can get some new clothes and also some decoration for your room. If we go in the 
evening just after sunset, we should still have a few hours until the shops close. That should 
be enough time. And if not than we can just go back the next day. Is that okay for you?” 


“That’s okay,” Wilbur responded. Getting some new stuff would actually be good. He 
desperately needed it. Most of his cloths were either too small or torn somewhere. 


“Good, then we will do that. As for a curfew, I think you are old enough to stay out as long as 
you want to. Techno doesn’t have one either and since you can’t really go out during the day 
it wouldn’t be fair to not allow you to do something during the night. Please just message me 


where you are if you stay out past ten p.m., so I don’t have to worry. I can give you my 
number later.” 


“TJ...” Wilbur stammered, trying to swallow past the knot in his throat, “I don’t have a 
phone.” 


“That’s no problem. We can get you one when we go shopping. It’s probably best to go 
tomorrow, so we can get you some stuff as fast as possible,” Phil said, like he was talking 
about getting a pair of socks. 


Wilbur was surprised by that. Phones were expensive, not something you would usually buy 
a foster kid. Then again, Phil apparently had no problem buying the sun-filters, so evidently, 
he had some money to spare. 


Phil didn’t notice Wilbur’s confusion and just kept on talking, “Okay, now that that’s settled, 
there is one more topic I want to talk about. It’s concerning school. I talked to the local 
school to ask if they can install sun-filters but they said it wasn’t possible. Both because it 
would be your last year before you go to college and apparently it isn’t certain for how long 
you will stay here, which is just rude.” 


The man seemed to be actually upset at the last statement. Wilbur didn’t really understand 
why. Yes, Phil technically was considered a long-time placement, but Wilbur knew that he 
had seen his file. The longest Wilbur had ever stayed at a house was for just a little over a 
year. The chances of him staying here for more than just a few months were really slim, 
especially since he’ll turn eighteen within a year and then he’ ll be out of here anyway. 


“However,” Phil continued, “you should still be able to continue your education so I looked 
for alternatives. I found a pretty good online school where you would take classes online. 
You could just attend them in your room and there won’t be any problem with getting in the 
sun. I already asked and they would be able to take you, but you should take a look at it first 
before I sign you in. Is that okay with you?” 


Wilbur just nodded in response. He had already thought that he won’t be able to go to a 
normal school, so it wasn’t really a surprise to hear this. There’s really nothing he could do 
about it. 


That didn’t mean he liked the idea though. School was usually the one place he could escape 
to if he was at a bad house. While children could be mean, they weren’t as strong as adults 
and didn’t hold so much power over him. If other students insulted him, he could shoot back 
something just as mean or simply ignore them. If he did this with adults, it mostly meant 
getting locked into a room or getting no food. 


Now, he wouldn’t have that escape either. 


“Miss Mayers said you should go back to school as soon as possible, but there is no need to 
feel rushed. If you want, you can wait another week or two until you have gotten used to 
everything here,” Phil suggested. 


Wilbur immediately shook his head. “No, starting next Monday 1s fine.” 


Once the weekend was over, Techno and Tommy would have to go back to school, leaving 
Wilbur all alone with Phil for hours. The thought alone terrified him. Having school would at 
least give him a distraction and an excuse to stay in his room. And as much as he hated 
school sometimes, he had missed it the last few months. He is already behind way too much 
and needed to catch up if he wanted to pass this year. 


“Okay, then we can take a look at it tomorrow and sign you in if you like it,” Phil said with a 
smile on his face. 


It was then that Techno and Tommy finished cleaning the dishes and made their way out of 
the kitchen. Wilbur’s heartbeat immediately picked up again at the prospect of being alone 
with an adult. 


Phil seemed to pick up on his discomfort and made what was probably a reassuring gesture 
with his hands. “It’s okay. That was everything I wanted to talk about, so you can go back to 
your room as well.” He paused for a moment and Wilbur was ready to leave, when Phil 
talked again. “I know that you probably won’t believe me right now, but I really promise that 
I won’t hurt you, ever. Nobody in this house will hurt you in any way. You have gone through 
some horrible things no teenager should ever have to experience and I am really sorry you 
had to go through these things. But I promise that I will do my best so you won’t have to 
make any more bad experiences ever again.” 


Wilbur didn’t know what to say to that and just staired at Phil from where he was standing 
near the doorway. He hated how his heart hurt hearing those words, desperately wanting to 
believe them, even though he knew they wouldn’t hold true. 


So, instead of saying anything, Wilbur turned around, ran up the stairs and into his room. He 
closed the door behind him and leaned against it, only now noticing that his chest was 
heaving. He wasn’t even sure why he was panicking now, but he couldn’t stop it either. 


Trying to get his breathing under control, Wilbur sat down on the floor, leaning with his back 
against the door. He pulled his knees to his chest and rested his head on them, making 
himself as small as possible. If Phil didn’t like him storming of like that, he didn’t show it 
and Wilbur was left alone. 


He hated the hope he felt at hearing Phil’s words. Like he hadn’t heard them a dozen times 
before. Like they could ever be true. He hated how after all those years his heart still hadn’t 
learned that it wouldn’t last and wanted to trust people. Getting attached to the good things 
would only mean it will hurt more when it inevitably ended. 


Wilbur didn’t know how long he staid like that, only focusing on keeping a steady breath and 
trying to ignore all his thoughts. He felt for his pulse with shaking hands, trying to match his 
breathing to his heartbeat. In for four beats, holding for six and out for eight. He didn’t even 
know if that was a good rhythm, especially since his heart was beating faster than it probably 
should. But it had worked in the past so he stuck to it. 


It took some time until he finally felt like the panic was mostly gone. At one point, he heard 
Tommy running down the stairs and starting to watch a movie with Phil. Their occasional 


laughter ringing through the closed door. Techno was most likely still in his room, since 
Wilbur hadn’t heard him leave. 


As he finally uncurled form his position by the door, Wilbur noticed that he had blood on his 
hands, leaking out from a small wound on his palm. Oh, he must have cut himself with his 
claws at one point. 


Even now, that he had noticed the wound, the pain didn’t register. Maybe he was still under 
shock from the panic earlier. Maybe the pain from such a small wound was just irrelevant in 
comparison to the memory of getting stabbed that was still floating around in his head. He 
didn’t know. 


A small part of his brain wondered if he would feel the pain if he cut deeper. If the pain 
would wash away all the other thoughts. 


Wilbur quickly dismissed that particular thought and just stared at the already existing wound 
instead. He watched idly as the blood stopped flowing and started to crust over. 


It would probably be good to wash it off. Now that he thought about it, he should actually 
just take a full shower. Techno had said he could take a shower whenever he wanted, so he 
would just stick to that until Phil says otherwise. 


It took some time until Wilbur found the energy to stand up. The alarm clock on the 
nightstand told him that it had been nearly two hours since he went down for dinner. He 
grabbed his pyjamas and the bottle of soap he took from the rehab center out of the bag with 
his not blood-coated hand and made his way to the bathroom. He listened intently before he 
opened the door of his room to make sure the hallway was empty. Once he was certain no one 
was there, he quickly rushed into the bathroom, locking the door behind him. 


It was nice to actually be in a room with a lock for once. Even though the bathroom was quite 
small and he felt a little like the walls are closing in on him. Wilbur just decided to ignore this 
feeling and instead focused on the fact that he could lock the door and no one could simply 
walk in. He checked the lock three times, to make sure it was actually closed, before he 
finally turned his attention to taking a shower. 


He put his pyjamas on the small cabinet and the soap in the shower. Then he proceeded to 
wash the blood form his hand so he could undress without getting it everywhere. 


Once his hands were clean, he made the mistake of actually looking up from the sink and at 
the mirror. He winced slightly as he caught sight of his reflection and saw a stranger staring 
back at him. 


In the hospital and the rehab center, Wilbur had always avoided mirrors as much as possible. 
In his mind he still looked like he used to. Maybe a little dishevelled and tired, but fully 
human. 


Now, the teenager looking back at him through the mirror just felt like a stranger. Of course, 
he still had the same tired looking face and the same messy brown locks, but all of it looked 
wrong, just a little bit off. His skin was too pale, so that he could see small veins running just 


underneath it. His ears were too pointy and when he opened his mouth, his teeth were too 
sharp. Furthermore, his brown eyes had a strange green shimmer to them. 


Wilbur quickly turned away. He felt like the stranger in the mirror kept watching him, 
wanting to tell him all the truths he didn’t want to acknowledge. 


Ignoring the mirror, Wilbur took of his cloths and put them next to his pyjamas. He was 
careful as to avoid looking at his naked body, not wanting to see all the scares that were 
littering it. Every time he looked at them, he could only see them as fresh wounds, letting him 
slowly bleed out on the floor. So he just didn’t look at them at all. 


The soap he had was actually only for his body, which lead him to search through the cabinet 
for shampoo. If he didn’t take much and put it right back where it had been, nobody would 
notice anything. Right? 


He found a bottle of some basic shampoo that didn’t have a strong scent and put it next to his 
soap in the shower. The cabinet also contained some towels and he took one of those as well. 
Then he turned on the water and waited until it was hot. Once he deemed the temperature 
acceptable, he stepped under it. 


The warm water immediately relieved his tense muscles as it ran down his body and Wilbur 
could feel himself relax. He closed his eyes and just stood there for a few moments, enjoying 
the feeling on warm water on his skin and forgetting the world around him. 


Then, after some time, he opened his eyes again and started washing his body. He took as 
little shampoo as possible while still having enough to clean his hair properly. It stung 
slightly as he got some of it on the fresh wound on his palm, but he ignored it and just 
focused on massaging the shampoo in his hair. Once he deemed it clean enough, he rinsed his 
hair out. 


Then he went on to washing his body with the small soap he got. He closed his eyes, so he 
wouldn’t see the ugly scares. It didn’t help much since he could still feel them underneath his 
finger. He could feel his breathing picking up, his mind wandering to places where it 
shouldn’t go. 


Trying to distract himself somehow, Wilbur started humming a small tune. Quiet, so nobody 
waking by outside the door could hear it. It helped and he could feel himself calming down a 
little, his mind only focusing on the music inside his head. Music had always been the one 
thing that never failed to calm him. 


Like this, Wilbur quickly finished the shower and dried himself of with the towel. He put on 
his pyjamas, hiding his scars under a warm layer of clothing. Then he put the bottle of 
shampoo back exactly where he took it from and hung the towel on the radiator. There was 
already a towel hanging on it, so it was probably fine. Once he made sure no one was in the 
hallway, he grabbed his old cloths and the bar of soap and went back to his room. 


He could still hear a movie playing downstairs, interrupted by Phil and Tommy laughing 
occasionally. Faintly, he also heard Techno talking in his room. From the sound of it, he was 
probably playing some kind of videogame with friends. 


Wilbur ignored the sounds of the happy family ringing through the house. Instead, he took 
Friend out of the bag and laid down on his bed, holding the sheep up above him. Like 
everything he owned, the stuffed animal was old and worn out. The blue wool was matted 
and it was missing an eye. 


With a sigh, Wilbur put the sheep down next to him and just staired up at the ceiling. He 
didn’t have anything else to do. In the rehab center, he usually borrowed books from the 
small library to distract himself with, but he couldn’t really do that here. Maybe he could ask 
Techno if he could borrow one of his books. But that would require asking first, which 
Wilbur didn’t have the courage to do. He would rather just stay bored instead. 


There was still something Wilbur needed to do. Something he didn’t necessarily want to do 
but knew was a needed safety precaution. But he needed to wait until everybody was asleep 
for that. 


However, es he was lying in the comfortable bad, trying not to let his mind wander too far, 


the exhaustion from the day finally caught up to him and even if he didn’t plan to, Wilbur fell 
asleep within a few minutes. 
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Wilbur woke up with a gasp. He immediately reached for his pulse and for a few horrifying 
moments couldn’t find anything. He could feel his heart beating frantically in his chest, but 
his fingers couldn’t detect anything under his skin. That was all it took for his panicking mind 
to convince itself that he was dead again. That he was back, locked up in that room and 
unable to escape. 


It took a few terrifying moments until he finally could feel his pulse under his fingers. The 
fast, but steady beating of his heart. A confirmation that he was alive. 


Only then did Wilbur realise where he was. He wasn’t locked up in a small room, surrounded 
by nothing but grey walls. He was in the Craft’s house; in the room they gave him. There was 
an empty closet, there was a desk with nothing on it and there was the bed he was lying on, 
the soft bedsheets drenched in sweat. 


It had only been a nightmare. Wilbur repeated this on his head over and over again, 
reassuring himself. It had only been a nightmare. He wasn’t back there. It had only been a 
nightmare, nothing else. 


Except, he knew that that wasn’t exactly true. It wasn’t just a dream, as much as Wilbur 
wished it to be. It was a memory he had to relive over and over again in his sleep. A memory 
that wouldn’t let him go because it changed everything about his life. 


It took some time for Wilbur to calm down fully. And even then, he could still feel his hands 
shaking slightly. A look at the clock told him it was nearly two in the morning. 


Right, there was something he wanted to do. He hadn’t plan to fall asleep, but since he woke 
up anyway it didn’t really mater. If he really wanted to do this, right now would be the 
perfect time, while everyone else was sound asleep. 


Wilbur just wanted to get up, as he suddenly paused. There was something else he could try 
first, that would make his plan a little easier. Hesitantly, he looked down at his hands. There 
was no light in the room, but Wilbur had no problem seeing them with his new night vision. 


He tried to imagine them disappearing in front of his eyes. To go invisible, so that nobody 
would be able to see him. 


Nothing happened. His body just stayed the same. 
Wilbur tried a little harder, willing his body to disappear. 
Still, nothing. 


After a few more minutes of this, Wilbur gave up with a loud sigh. He hadn’t really been able 
to use his newly gained abilities so far. There was no reason that would change now, even 
though it would have been useful. 


It was fine. He had done this in other houses without being invisible. He could manage it this 
time as well. 


Still a little shaken from the nightmare, Wilbur finally stood up and walked to the door. He 
listened intently for any noise in the house but heard nothing. Everybody else appeared to be 
sleeping, or at least in their room. 


Wilbur took a few deep breaths, before opening the door and sneaking out into the hallway. 
He was glad that he wouldn’t have to turn on the lights to see anything. 


As quiet as possible, Wilbur walked through the hallway and down the stairs. He remained 
alert and listened to any noise that would indicate someone else getting up. Carefully, he 
skipped over the squeaking steps and made his way into the kitchen of the house. 


There came the harder part. He needed to find some proper food without making too much 
noise. Phil had said Wilbur wouldn’t have to be hungry in this house, but he couldn’t be sure 
that promise will hold true. And Wilbur knew that if he ever learned to control his abilities, 
he needed enough food to actually use them. There was always the possibility of Phil taking 
away food just so Wilbur wouldn’t be able to flee. So, Wilbur had to make a small hidden 
stash, as a safety precaution. Better to be safe than sorry. 


Wilbur also wasn’t sure what would happen if he was caught stealing food and hiding it in his 
room. The thought alone made his hear beat faster. 


Instead of thinking about that, Wilbur focused on finding some food. He knew where the 
fridge was, but he had no way of cooling the food, so it wouldn’t hold long enough. Thus, the 
fridge was out of question. Unfortunately, Wilbur had no idea where they kept the rest of 
their food. It could be in any of the different drawers, if it even was in one of them, and the 
only way to find it out was by looking into every single one. 


Wilbur chose the drawer right next to the fridge to start with and opened it as quiet as 
possible. It contained a bunch of different pans. The next drawer wasn’t any luck either, only 
being filled with pots. 


It was when Wilbur was about to open the fifed drawer, so far only having found kitchen 
utensils, as suddenly the lights in the kitchen turned on. He jumped at the sudden change, his 
heart leaping in his throat, beating like it was about to burst out of his chest. 


Wilbur turned around to the entrance of the kitchen, only to find Techno standing there with a 
shocked look on his face. How could he have missed Techno coming down the stairs? He had 
been careful as not to make any noise and listened intently the entire time. But still, he had 
missed Techno’s approach completely. 


For a few moments they just stared at each other, neither moving even an inch. Then, all of a 

sudden, Techno’s expression went from shocked to confused and he took a step back. Wilbur 

didn’t realise what was going on, until he noticed a strange green tint to his vision. He looked 
down at his hands, but he could only see a fine shimmer of them. They looked like they were 
barely there. 


Oh, so now he suddenly could go invisible. 


Wilbur’s whole body started shaking. He fucked up. Techno will tell Phil and then Wilbur 
will get kicked out before he had even spent a full day here. Even though he knew it wouldn’t 
last, he didn’t want to leave already. They all had been nice to him so far, and he just went 
and fucked it all up. Why does he always have to ruin everything? 


Wilbur sank down to the floor, his shaking legs unable to hold his wight. He tried to contain 
the sobs that threatened to escape him. 


After some time, Techno, still staring at the spot he had last seen Wilbur, started talking, 
“Sorry. I just wanted to get some water. I didn’t notice you were in the kitchen. Didn’t mean 
to scare you.” 


Wilbur didn’t response, so Techno carefully waked to the sink and filled himself a glass of 
water. 


“Ahh... I’m really not good at this whole comforting thing, that has always been Phil’s job. 
But you really don’t need to hide. If you were searching for some snacks, they are in here,” 
he continued, tapping one of the drawers with his foot. “And if you want something more 
nutritious, there are some granola bars in the cupboard left of the fridge.” 


For a few more moments, Techno just stood there and looked around the kitchen, his eyes 
going right past Wilbur. “I can’t really see you right now, which 1s kind of creepy. I'll just 
leave you alone, so you can get your food. Sorry for bothering you.” 


With these words, Techno left the kitchen and walked back upstairs without making a single 
sound, leafing Wilbur alone, still cowering on the floor. 


Wilbur didn’t know what to do. Techno didn’t seem to mind him taking food, but he still 
might tell Phil and there was no telling how the adult would react. He still might get kicked 
out. 


Wilbur felt like throwing up. He was still shaking and breathing heavily and it took 
everything within him to not start crying. 


He didn’t know how long he sat there. It was probably only a few minutes, but it felt like 
hours. 


At one point, he realised that Techno had let the light on. He should really turn it off. He also 
should just go back to his room so at least nobody else will spot him. 


After gathering enough strength, Wilbur got up and turned the light off. Then he turned to the 
cupboard Techno had pointed out and opened it. Even though Phil will probably know about 
it, it was still better to have some reserves. Wilbur just had to hide them well enough. 


The cupboard had indeed a bunch of different granola bars in it. When he reached for them, 
he noticed that he could see his hand properly. Apparently, he had turned visible again at one 
point. 


Wilbur had originally planned to take just enough bars, so it wouldn’t be noticeable unless 
someone counted them. But since they now already knew about him stealing food, there 
wasn’t really any point in that. Instead, he took nearly two thirds of the bars, leaving only a 
few in the cupboard. 


Once he had enough bars, he made his way back upstairs, carful as not to make any noise. 


Back in his room, he divided the bars into two piles. Each could probably last him a few days 
if he got nothing else to eat. He planned on hiding one half of the granola bars somewhere 
obvious and the other half somewhere, where it would be hard to find. That way, if Phil asked 
for the food back, he could just show him the one half and hopefully the other would go 
unnoticed. 


Wilbur took one pile and put it into the empty closet. You still had to crouch down to actually 
see them, so they were still somewhat hidden, but not too hard to find. 


The real challenge was the second half. Wilbur had no idea where he could hide them, so he 
started searching the room for a good spot. He finally decided to put them between the slatted 
frame of the bed and the mattress. It wasn’t the best spot, somewhere that would easily be 
found if you searched the entire room, but Wilbur just hoped that the bars hidden in the closet 
were enough of a distraction. 


Once he had finished hiding all the granola bars, Wilbur laid back down on his bad. He made 
himself as small as possible and threw the blanked above him, hiding from the world around 
him. The only thing he really could do now was hoping. Hoping that once Phil found out 
about what had happened, hell just take away the food and maybe use some other 
punishment, not send him back already. 


Even though it had only been a few hours, Wilbur thought that he preferred it here over the 
rehab clinic. If nothing else, he was not the only child here and was not constantly alone with 
adults. 


There was also the small part of his mind that still had hope. Hope, that for once in his life he 
had some luck, landed somewhere good. The Crafts had really been nothing but kind to him 
so far. And even though this was probably about to change, now that he fucked it all up, there 
was a small part of him that hoped that it had been real and not just an act. 


Wilbur wanted to ignore that part of his mind. To tell it that it was wrong and should move on 
from that childlike hope. He knew it would only get him hurt more in the end. 


But at the same time, he couldn’t let go of it. Maybe it was because he didn’t want to accept 
that there was no hope for a happy life left for him. Maybe it was because he didn’t know 
who he would become if he stopped hoping, if he would still be himself if he just gave up. He 
didn’t know why, but he clung on to that hope as if it was his lifeline, the only thing stopping 
him from drowning. 


Wilbur couldn’t sleep for a long time after that. He laid awake in his bad and tried not to 
think about what would happen next. 


The first rays of sunlight were already visible through the filter on his window as he finally 
fell asleep. 


When Wilbur woke up again, it was already late in the morning. A look at the clock told him 
that it was nearly 11 a.m. Nobody had woken him up. He wasn’t really sure if that was a good 
thing or not. 


Thinking back to what had happened during the night, Wilbur drew the blanked closer around 
him. He didn’t really want to get up and face the consequences of his actions. If he just staid 
underneath the blanked, he could forget about everything and pretend nothing had happened. 


There was still some hope that Phil wouldn’t react too bad, or that Techno hadn’t ranted him 
out. The other had said he had been in the system for a few years as well, maybe he had some 
sympathy for Wilbur. 


Ignoring this stupid hope, Wilbur curled up tighter and watched the clock hands move 
around, just so he wouldn’t have to stare at the ceiling. If Phil expected him to get up early, it 
was already too late for that. Right now, Wilbur would gladly accept the man’s anger for a 
few more moments of peace and quiet in his room, in his warm bed. 


Maybe he shouldn’t think like that. Maybe he should try to make the Crafts like him, so he 
could stay a little bit longer. But at this point Wilbur was just too tired to even try. He had 
tried in the past and it had never worked for long, so why would it be different this time. 
Where was the point in trying to be someone he wasn’t if it just had the same outcome in the 
end? 


Nearly an hour went by like this, with Wilbur focusing on nothing but the clock hands 
moving from number to number and the soft voices coming from downstairs. 


It was a few minutes before noon when a sudden knock on the door pulled Wilbur out of this 
blissful state of nothingness. He immediately tensed up in anticipation of what was about to 
come. 


“Yes,” he answered hesitantly. 


The door opened and Phil appeared behind it, smiling at Wilbur. However, he didn’t enter, 
just lingered in the open doorway. “Good morning. I hope I didn’t wake you up.” 


Wilbur shook his head. 


“Okay, that’s good,” Phil continued. “It’s a Saturday, so I just let you sleep as long as you 
wanted, there was no need to get up early. But we’ll have lunch in a few minutes. I wanted 
you to know so you have enough time to get up. See you downstairs in a bit.” 


With these words, Phil disappeared back into the hallway, closing the door behind it. Wilbur 
just stared at it for a few more moments. Phil hadn’t mentioned anything about Wilbur 
stealing food. Hell, he didn’t even seem mad at all. Maybe he would bring it up later, or 
maybe Techno had actually kept quiet. Either way, Wilbur let out a relived breath for now. 


After enjoying the warmth of the bed for a few more seconds, Wilbur finally got up and 
dressed. 


He went downstairs to find Tommy and Techno already sitting at the table. “Good morning,” 
he murmured, even though it was already noon. He sat down on the empty chair beside 
Tommy, the same one he sat at the previous day. 


Wilbur tried to avoid making eye contact with Techno, unsure what the other had to say about 
the events of the night. However, Techno only let out a small greeting towards Wilbur before 
turning back to Tommy, not mentioning once what had happened. 


Techno and Tommy were arguing about something Wilbur didn’t really get the gist of until 
Tommy suddenly asked, “Wilbur, what do you find better, brownies or chocolate-chip 
cookies? Because Techno is being an idiot and says chocolate-chip cookies are better, but 
that’s just a lie.” 


“Chocolate-chip cookies are simply superior to brownies,” Techno threw in. Tommy sticked 
out his tongue at him before turning back to Wilbur with an expectant look. 


“Ahh...” Wilbur stumered, “I guess I like brownies. Though I haven’t had any in quite some 
time so it might have changed.” 


At that Tommy’s eyes went almost comedically wide and he let out a shocked gasp. “Then 
we need to make some, so you can taste how good they are!” he exclaimed. “Dad! Dad, 
Wilbur has forgotten how brownies taste like! We need to make some!” 


Phil, who was just carrying a still steaming lasagne to the table, smiled at that. “Sure, mate. 
We can make some brownies. Though I still have some work I want to finish today, so it 
would have to wait until tomorrow,” he said, while getting a second lasagne out of the oven, 
this one with broccoli instead of meat. 


“But I want to make them today. Techno, you need to help us make them instead.” 


“Fine,” Techno answered, putting some lasagne on his plate. “But the next time we’ll make 
chocolate-chip cookies. 


Tommy had a satisfied smile on his face as he leaned over and whispered to Wilbur, “You’ll 
see that brownies are still the best thing ever.” 


With that, everyone started eating and the conversation died down to small bits between bites. 
Lunch went by quite similar like dinner the previous day and the lasagne was really good. 
However, Wilbur barely managed to get anything down. 


There was one major difference to the previous day. Something that most people wouldn’t 
even notice. But Wilbur did. Having stew meant that everyone was only eating with a spoon. 
Eating lasagne meant using a fork and a knife. 


Wilbur thought he could handle it. To be exact, he didn’t think at all about something like 
this. But when Phil picked up the knife, Wilbur’s blood ran cold. He hadn’t realised until then 
that he hadn’t really seen an adult with a knife in their hand since the incident. The worst 
thing he had encountered were nurses with needles. 


Wilbur couldn’t look away. He feared that if he didn’t watch it for a single second, the knife 
would be used against him. 


The logical part of his brain told him that there was no reason to be afraid. Phil had no reason 
to use the knife against Wilbur. Plus, Techno and Tommy were right in between them. 


However, all Wilbur could see was another knife, in another hand, in another room. It was 
hard to focus on anything but that. 


It wasn’t even a sharp knife. It was dull and round at the top. Not something you could easily 
stab someone with. Wilbur was pretty sure that was the only thing keeping him from bolting 
right then and there, locking himself in the bathroom. 


He also noticed that it was only Phil’s knife that bothered him. Only the adult’s knife. Techno 
and Tommy were fine. Even though Tommy’s knife sometimes came dangerously close to his 
face as the boy threw his arms around while telling a story, Wilbur hardly acknowledged it. 
However, he had to contain a flinch every time Phil’s hand moved only slightly in his 
direction. 


He tried to hide it, tried to not stare too obviously. It didn’t really work all that well and he 
was pretty sure both Techno and Phil caught on to him feeling uneasy. 


“Is something wrong, Wilbur? Did you not like lasagne?” Phil suddenly asked when 
everyone nearly finished eating. Wilbur had just barely managed to finish the small portion 
he had put on his plate. 


He shook his head, staring down at his empty plate. “No, I’m fine. The lasagne was very 
good, thank you. Can I please go to the bathroom for a moment?” 


“Sure, mate,” Phil said, something between confusion and concern on his face. “You don’t 
need to ask for going to the bathroom. You can just go.” 


Wilbur stood up and excited the kitchen as quickly as possible, trying not to look like he was 
fleeing. The other three were watching him concerned, but he just ignored them and walked 
into the hallway. 


There were still two doors in the hallway where Wilbur didn’t know what was behind them, 
but he knew one of them had to be a bathroom. Maybe Techno had forgotten about them 
during his tour, maybe they didn’t tell him because it didn’t concern him. Either way, Wilbur 
was not about to try them out now and just went upstairs instead. 


He looked the bathroom door, leaned his back against it and sank to the floor. He reached for 
his wrist, feeling the steady rhythm of his heart, and matched his breathing to it. In for four, 
holding for six, out for eight. 


Slowly the pictures in his mind faded away and he could think clearly again. There was no 
reason for Phil to hurt him and he had shown no intentions to do so. He even had said he 
wouldn’t hurt Wilbur and he had sounded genuine, like he would truly keep his promise. 


Wilbur wanted to believe it, wanted to believe it was true. But it was hard when the same 
promise had been broken so many times in the past, when all he could see was a sharp knife 
pointed at him. 


Maybe the Crafts actually were nice. Maybe they actually had good intentions and wanted to 
give Wilbur a home. Maybe he had actually been lucky for once in his godforsaken life. 


But even if that was the case, it wouldn’t change anything. Sooner or later, they will find out 
how fucked up he is. How he can’t even eat with them or be in a room alone with an adult 
without having a breakdown. They will see how much of a mess he actually is and then they 
won’t want anything to do with him. 


They will throw him out and he would have to go to another family or stay in the rehab 
center until he turns eighteen in a year. And then he will be cast aside from the whole system. 
Wilbur had always tried to keep his grades up so he would maybe get a scholarship for a 
good collage. He wasn’t even sure if he could still do that now, having already missed nearly 
two months of his last year, the year that counted. He probably fucked that up as well. 


That’s how it’s always been. Maybe he just can’t make anything right because the problem 
had never been the people around him but himself. Maybe he is the one factor causing his life 


to go downhill at a constant speed. 


That thought hurt worse than anything else. 
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Wilbur spent far too long in the bathroom for it to be excusable as a normal toilet break. 
Luckily no one checked up on him. Either because they wanted to give him some space or 
they just didn’t care, Wilbur didn’t know. 


Once he had gathered all his thoughts and pushed them to the back of his mind where they 
can’t bother him, he stood up from where he was still sitting on the floor and went over to the 
sink. Without looking in the mirror he splashed some water on his face, letting the cold 
feeling ground him. 


After drying his face with a towel, Wilbur turned towards the door. He took a few deep 
breaths, his hand hovering above the doorknob. He could do this. There was nothing 
dangerous here. It was just Phil, who had done nothing bad so far. 


Finally, having gathered enough courage, Wilbur opened the door and went back downstairs. 
He must have spent more time in the bathroom than he had thought, because everyone had 
already gotten up from the table when he came back into the kitchen. Techno and Tommy 
were cleaning the dishes while Phil was whipping down the table, no knife anywhere near 
him. 


He looked up from the table as Wilbur entered. “Are you sure you are alright? You don’t have 
to bake brownies with them if you don’t want to,” he said with a concerned tone. 


“No, it’s fine. I’m fine,” Wilbur said hastily, avoiding eye contact. 


Phil didn’t really look convinced, but he didn’t press any further. “Okay, but don’t be afraid 
to say it if something is wrong. I still have to do some work, but I can show you the school I 
was talking about once I finished. Is that alright?” 


After Wilbur gave a short nod, Phil walked out of the kitchen, presumably to his office. 


By this time, Techno and Tommy had finished cleaning the dishes and the younger turned to 
him with an excited smile on his face. “Now we can bake brownies, so you can taste heaven 
itself again. Techno knows how to bake, so he will be the chef.” 


Techno just shook his head at that. “I really don’t know how to bake, I just can follow the 
instructions of the recipe, other than this little gremlin-child here.” 


“Hey!” Tommy protested immediately. “I’m not a gremlin-child, I’m a man.” 
Techno ignored him and turned to Wilbur instead. “Have you ever baked before?” 


“Yeah, but I was probably nine or ten, so I don’t think it counts.” Wilbur could vaguely 
remember standing with his foster mother at the time in the kitchen and baking all kinds of 
different cakes. He had really liked it then and genuinely thought that house could work out, 
until they suddenly sent him back without an explanation. 


“That’s fine, we can probably figure out how to make some brownies,” Techno said as he 
pulled a cookbook out of a cupboard and searched for the right recipe. 


Tommy had meanwhile mad it his job to gather what looked like every single bow] in the 
entire house. There were definitely way more than they would actually need. Techno just 
sighed as he saw that and told him to put them away again, which Tommy did after some 
protest. 


Wilbur was just standing awkwardly at the side the entire time, unsure what to do. 


Once Techno found the recipe, he started reading the ingredients aloud for Tommy to gather 
them, which he did with eagerness. Wilbur didn’t know where anything in the kitchen was, so 
he couldn’t really help with that. Instead, he decided to put the ingredients that Tommy just 
put in one pile on the counter in some order, so they wouldn’t all fall over. 


After they had gathered everything, they started making the actual brownies and Wilbur 
quickly realised why Tommy was not good at baking. Wilbur and Techno looked away for 
two seconds, checking something on the recipe while Tommy tried to weigh the flour, and 
somehow, he ended with what was probably half a package on flour all over himself, 
including his wings. 


“How do you even manage to do that, you gremlin,” Techno said as he took the remaining 
package of flour out of Tommy’s hands. 


The boy was grinning form ear to ear and before the other could do anything about it, he 
went forwards and hugged Techno, so he was covered in flour as well. 


“Are you serious?” Techno exclaimed, while pealing Tommy off of himself and trying to get 
some of the flour off his clothes. He didn’t actually seem angry though and was clearly 
hiding a smile. 


Wilbur let out a small snicker at that sight. Seeing Techno, who looked really strong and kind 
of intimidating, standing there dumbfounded, and covered in flour, was just too hilarious. 


This turned out to be a big mistake because the noise made Tommy’s attention turn to him. 
Without missing a beat, the boy turned his back towards Wilbur and started beating his wings 


violently. Within seconds, the entire kitchen, including all three of them, was covered in a 
white cloud. 


Once the flour had somewhat settled down again, Wilbur realised that Tommy had stopped 
laughing and instead was looking at Wilbur with a concerned look. Techno was looking at 
him as well, like he was expecting something. 


Oh, Wilbur noticed, they were worried. Worried that they went too far. That Wilbur would 
just run away again. 


Wilbur just ignored their looks and instead started laughing. It wasn’t a loud lough and could 
probably be better described as a snicker, but still, it was there. Because this was genuinely 
one of the funniest things he has seen, or done, in a long time and what else could he do but 
laugh at that. He didn’t care if it would have consequences once Phil found out because he 
was having fun at the moment and that was all that counted. 


Wilbur tried to think of the last time he had an actual reason to laugh. He couldn’t remember 
it. 


The tension in the kitchen broke and Tommy immediately started laughing as well. 
“T’m not cleaning that,” Techno said with a fond smile on his face. 


“We don’t have time to clean yet. We still need to make the brownies,” Tommy responded, 
already reaching for the flour package again. Techno was faster, took the package and held it 
high up so the younger couldn’t reach it. 


“No, Wilbur and I are going to finish the brownies. You are not touching any of this shit 
again.” 


Techno held true to this statement and did not let Tommy anywhere near the ingredients 
again. Which lead to Tommy complaining while the other two weighed everything they 
needed. 


“That’s not fair, I was the one that wanted to make brownies in the first place,” the complains 
came loudly from where Tommy was sitting on the kitchen floor. 


“T don’t care. You are an annoying gremlin and I don’t want to have even more to clean up,” 
Techno shot back without any sympathy in his voice. 


It took them some time to finish the batter. Mostly just because Tommy constantly tried to 
sneak up and steal the chocolate. Wilbur and Techno were faster than him every time and 
held it up high where the younger couldn’t reach it. 


“That’s cheating! You are too tall!” Tommy exclaimed while jumping up and down, trying to 
reach the chocolate Wilbur was holding up. The frantic beating of his wings stirred the flour 
up again, but at this point the kitchen was already a lost cause and no one really cared. 


“Maybe you are just too short. Ever though about that?” Wilbur shot back without even 
thinking about it. 


Once he realised what he had just said, Wilbur tensed up, unsure if he had gone too far. 
However, Tommy didn’t seem angry at all. “That’s not true. I’m the perfect man with a 
perfect height.” 


“You are a small annoying child, that’s what you are,” Techno responded before he just 
picked Tommy up from behind and set him on one of the chairs at the kitchen table, ignoring 
the others loud protest. 


Overall, making the batter took probably two times longer than the recipe suggested. Wilbur 
didn’t particularly mind. He couldn’t remember the last time he had had so much fun. 
Pickering with Techno and Tommy was surprisingly easy and after only a short while he shot 
back just as he received. 


Once they finally put the brownies in the oven and set a timer, Techno told Tommy to clean 
the kitchen. However, the younger managed to get water all over the floor within only a few 
seconds. This led to Wilbur and Techno cleaning the kitchen while Tommy took a shower to 
wash of all the flour, and the batter he somehow managed to get on himself as well. 


“You really don’t need to help. I can clean the kitchen while you take a shower as well,” 
Techno said once they were alone. 


“T really don’t mind. And it is faster like this.” Wilbur was already reaching for a cloth to 
help wipe down the kitchen counters. 


For a few moments, they just worked next to each other in a comfortable silence, until 
Techno suddenly spoke up. “Can I ask you a question?” 


Wilbur immediately tensed up. He could think of a hundred different things Techno could ask 
and none of them were good. However, despite his concern, he nodded, “Sure.” He just 
hoped it wasn’t a question about his past. 


“Earlier, when we ate lunch, what were you afraid of?” 
Bal ee 


“Don’t say you weren’t afraid of anything,” Techno interrupted, before Wilbur could even 
defend himself. “I saw you. You looked like you were about to pass out. You didn’t mind 
eating anything yesterday, so I don’t think it was the food. Then I thought it was because of 
the knifes, but you didn’t even blink when I was cutting the chocolate right next to you 
earlier, and that knife was way sharper. So, what was it?” 


Wilbur hesitated for a moment, unsure if he should tell the truth. Talking about his fears was 
always dangerous as they could easily be used against him. And it would also mean telling 
Techno just how fucked up he was. 


However, Wilbur didn’t know what else to say. Plus, Techno didn’t seem like there were any 
bad intentions behind his question, he was just curious. 


“T.... It wasn’t really the knife alone that unnerved me. It was more about Phil holding the 
knife. You or Tommy are fine... but seeing an adult holding a knife kind of freaked me out,” 
he admitted, unsure on what reaction he would get. 


“Okay,” Techno just said, “that’s understandable. But I can promise you Phil would probably 
rather cut his own leg off before harming any of us.” Then he went back to cleaning the 
kitchen as if nothing happened. 


Wilbur just looked at him dumbfounded. Because it was really not okay or understandable. 
Because who looked at an adult with a knife and immediately assumed they would hurt him, 
especially if the knife wasn’t even that sharp? Because that just wasn’t how any normal 
person would act. 


However, Techno didn’t seem at all concerned by that. He wasn’t disgusted or wired out by 
how fucked up Wilbur was. Instead, he just acted like nothing was out of the ordinary. 


Wilbur’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted by the oven alarm going off, signalling that the 
brownies were ready. After stopping the alarm, Techno turned the oven off and opened it. 
Immediately, the entire kitchen was filled with a delicious smell. 


The two teenagers looked at each other, smiling. It seems like their efforts were paying off. 


Techno put on some oven mitts and pulled the pan out, putting it on the stove. “Well, they 
still need to cool down, but it sure does look delicious. 


“Yeah, they do,” Wilbur agreed. “I can’t wait to try them.” 


“How about I finish cleaning the kitchen and you take a shower now. There’s not much left. 
Pll probably finish it before Tommy comes out of the bathroom and then I can take a shower 
as well,” Techno suggested and this time Wilbur agreed. They were nearly done with the 
kitchen and he definitely needed a shower. His hair was still more white than brown. 


After grabbing some fresh cloths from his room, Wilbur went to the upstairs bathroom and 
took a quick shower. This time he was more cautious to not look into the mirror, but his mind 
was too occupied with thinking about everything that had just happened to even thing about 
his appearance or his scars. 


As much as he tried to, Wilbur could not think of the last time he had had fun like that, a time 
he had to genuinely laugh out loud. He also couldn’t remember when he had last spent some 
time with people his own age or younger. Since the incident he had only interacted with 
adults, which had left him in a constantly anxious state. As much as he hated to admit it, 
baking together with Techno and Tommy felt like finally breathing again after drowning for 
months. Even though his mind told him that it was all an act and at one point they will snap 
and hate him like everyone else, he wanted to have more of it, to enjoy it as much as he could 
while it lasted. 


When Wilbur exited the bathroom a few minutes later, Techno was already gone, probably 
taking a shower in the second bathroom. Tommy was sitting on the couch in the living room, 
doing something with his wings. 


He immediately looked up as he heard the other enter the room. “Wilbur, can you help me 
groom my wings?” 


Wilbur hesitated, unsure on what to respond to that. He didn’t know a lot about Hybrids, but 
he was pretty sure Avians and Elytrians needed to take good care of their wings and that they 
could get hurt if it’s done wrong. “I don’t really know how to do that,” he finally responded 
after some time. 


“That’s fine,’ Tommy immediately said, motioning for Wilbur to sit beside him. “Come here, 
I'll show you how to do it.” 


Still unsure about the whole thing, Wilbur sat down behind Tommy on the couch. The 
younger took his hand and gently guided it towards his wings. “You just need to move your 
fingers through them like this. It gets loose feathers out and puts the others in the right 
position. Having someone else do it is just way better than doing it by myself,” he explained. 


Carefully, Wilbur did exactly as Tommy had told him to, stroking his fingers through the 
feathers. They were still a little damp from the shower, but soft, nonetheless. He tried to be as 
gentle as possible so he wouldn’t hurt Tommy accidentally. His hand would stop every time it 
caught on some feathers, but Tommy never gave any sign of discomfort. At one point he even 
let out a small chirp. 


Slowly, Wilbur let himself relax as well. Moving his fingers through the soft feathers was 
really soothing. He shifted a little so he would sit more comfortably and only concentrated on 
the wings before him, not thinking about anything else. 


Tommy was surprisingly calm the entire time. Not at all like his usual excited self. Then 
again, Wilbur had known the boy for only a few hours, so he couldn’t really say how Tommy 
usually behaved. 


By the time Techno came out of the bathroom, Wilbur was just done with the second wing. 


“T think the brownies should have cooled down by now. We can try them,” he said, before 
heading towards the kitchen. 


Tommy immediately jumped up and followed him, once again full of energy. 


Wilbur went to the kitchen as well, though a little slower than Tommy. Techno already took 
the brownies out of their form and was currently cutting them in small squares while 
simultaneously pushing Tommy away as the younger tried to grab a piece. 


“There,” Techno finally said as he finished cutting the brownies, “now you can take one.” He 
took a step back and Tommy immediately shot forward and grabbed two pieces. He kept one 
for himself while handing the other to Wilbur. 


“You need to taste it first, since we made them for you,” he said, looking at Wilbur 
expectantly. Techno had taken a piece as well and was now also waiting for Wilbur. 


Wilbur felt a little uncomfortable under their stares, so he just nodded and hesitantly took a 
bite out of the brownie. 


It tasted amazing. Wilbur didn’t really know how else to describe it. The brownie was still 
warm from the oven, though not too hot to burn his mouth. The chocolate flavour melted on 
his tongue and he could feel a warm feeling spreading in his entire body. 


Wilbur wasn’t sure when he had last eaten something this good. Sure, he sometimes got 
desert in the rehab center, but it always tasted really bland. And while Phil’s food was really 
good as well, this was on another level entirely. 


“Tt’s really good,” he finally said once he noticed that the other two were still looking at him 
expectantly. “You should try them.” 


Techno and Tommy didn’t need to be told twice and tried the brownies as well. Wilbur could 
see the smiles spreading on their faces as they tasted the sweet flavour. 


p?? 


“This is amazing!” Tommy immediately exclaimed, mouth still full of chocolate. “See, I told 
you brownies are the best thing ever.” 


“Chocolate-chip cookies are still better,” Techno grumbled beside him, though it was clear he 
was enjoying the brownies as well. 


Tommy glared at him with an outraged look on his face. “Then we’ll make chocolate-chip 
cookies the next time so Wilbur can decide which are better.” 


Wilbur had to smile at this suggestion. Warmth spread through his body at the idea of baking 
with Techno and Tommy again. 


“T heard you are eating brownies without me,” Phil’s voice suddenly came from the hallway. 


Wilbur immediately tensed up as the man came into the kitchen. In one of his previous 
houses, he was often required to cook meals, but was only ever allowed to eat anything once 
the parents had finished. What if it was the same here? What if Phil expected them to let him 
try first and Techno and Tommy had just forgotten about it? 


He looked over to the other two, but they didn’t seem concerned in the slightest. 


“You need to try them. They are so good,” Tommy immediately said, taking a brownie and 
handing it to Phil. 


A smile spread over the mans face as the tasted the sweet flavour. “They really are delicious.” 


“We made them all by ourselves.” Tommy was jumping up and down and Wilbur had to take 
a step back in order to avoid getting smacked by a frantically beating wing. 


“You didn’t make shit,” Techno retorted. “Wilbur and I made the brownies. You just made a 
mess.” 


“That’s just because you wouldn’t let me help,” Tommy said, sticking his tongue out at 
Techno before taking another brownie and eating it. 


Wilbur could feel himself relax a little, watching them banter. Phil didn’t seem mad at all and 
was just enjoying his brownie. 


That was, until he suddenly turned towards Wilbur and said, “I’ve finished work. If you want, 
I can show you the school I found and sign you in so you can start on Monday.” 


“Sure, that’s fine with me,” Wilbur agreed. 
“Great. We can do it in my office, I think I still have the website open on my PC.” 


Wilbur immediately tensed up at that statement. Phil didn’t seem like he had any bad 
intentions, but going to his office would mean they were alone in a potentially closed room. 
The thought alone made Wilbur want to throw up. 


He didn’t voice any of his concerns and instead just gave a stiff nod, while also trying to keep 
his breathing under control. If Phil wanted to go upstairs Wilbur couldn’t just say no to that. 


However, before either of them could move Techno suddenly walked past them and said, 
“Your office is so cramped, I’Il get your laptop and you can do it on the kitchen-table.” He 
exchanged a look with Phil that Wilbur couldn’t quite decipher, then he went out of the 
kitchen and upstairs. 


Wilbur just watched him go, perplexed. He didn’t really understand why Techno had done 
that. Was the office actually cramped or was that just an excuse he had given so Wilbur 
wouldn’t have to go up there? He had never seen the office, so he couldn’t really tell. Did 
Techno pick up on his unease? Would Phil actually do something if they were alone in a 
room? Was it actually dangerous and Techno wanted to protect him? Then again, why would 
Techno protect him? They hardly knew each other. 


Wilbur had a dozen different questions and not a single answer to them. 


Phil just acted like nothing had happened and went to the kitchen-table, taking a seat. Wilbur 
followed to sit beside him so they could both see the laptop, still leaving some distance 
between them. 


Techno came back with a laptop only a few moments later. He put it on the table and then left 
the kitchen, taking Tommy with him, who was still eating brownies. Wilbur could hear them 
starting to play some kind of videogame in the living room. 


Briefly, Wilbur’s mind went back to the previous night. Nobody had even once mentioned 
him stealing food, not even when he was alone with Techno. He wondered if they just forgot 
about it or if it truly did not have any consequences. He could just hope it was the later. 


Turning his attention back to the laptop, Wilbur noticed that Phil had booted it up and was 
now opening a website about a school. 


“This is the school I was talking about. You would have online courses around the same time 
normal school would be. And you can take tests online as well,” Phil explained. He continued 
to talk about different aspects of the school while simultaneously showing Wilbur the 
website. 


The school actually looked quite nice. Wilbur still didn’t really know how taking lessons and 
test online would be, but it didn’t sound bad. The school had an own website to hold video- 
calls on for lessons and students could also communicate with each other on there. 


“And? What do you say?” Phil finally asked once they had seen everything. 
“It looks good,” Wilbur replied, actually meaning it. 

“Okay, then I’m going to sign you up. Do you have an email address?” 
Wilbur shook his head in denial. 

“That’s fine,” Phil said in return, “I can help you set one up.” 


The next hour or so was spent with Phil helping Wilbur to make an email account, them 
sending the application to the school (though it was only a formality since Phil had already 
made sure Wilbur would get a place) and then figuring out how to get to the online classes. 


Once they finished, there was still some time left until sunset, when they planned on going 
shopping. Wilbur wanted to go upstairs to his room. However, he was quickly stopped as he 
passed the living room. 


“Wilbur! You can play videogames with me. Techno’s always beating me in Mario Cart. It’s 
no fun with him,” Tommy’s excited voice came from where he was sitting on the couch, 
controller in hand. 


Techno was sitting beside him, leaning back, and having his arms spread across the backrest. 
“Maybe you just suck at the game. Ever thought about that?” he said, voice full of 
amusement. 


“That’s not true. I’m the best player ever,” Tommy responded, before turning back to Wilbur. 
“Have you ever played Mario Cart before?” 


“No,” Wilbur answered. He had hardly played any videogames before. Most foster families 
either didn’t own a console or just didn’t let him play on it if they did. 


“Okay, then you have to try it. And I’m going to win against you,” Tommy declared. 


“That doesn’t sound fair,” Techno threw in as he was shifting to the side in order to make 
some room for Wilbur on the couch. 


“You never know,” Wilbur said as he sat down on the couch, taking the controller Techno 
was handing him, “maybe I’m a natural.” 


As it turned out, Wilbur was in fact pretty much the opposite of a natural. They played until 
Phil called for them to get ready for shopping and Wilbur ended up last in every single race. 
It didn’t really matter to him since he couldn’t stop smiling the entire time. 


Chapter End Notes 
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They set out for the mall the moment the sun disappeared behind the horizon. Wilbur spent 
most of the car ride looking out of the window, observing his surroundings. 


They drove for about half an hour before Phil pulled into the parking lot of the mall. It was 
quite big and had probably all kinds of different stores. 


Wilbur tried to think back to the last time he had been shopping with a family. If he 
remembered correctly, it was about three years ago. The whole family had made a trip to the 
mall and Wilbur just came along, without actually getting anything. He could remember his 
foster mother buying her biological kids more clothes than any person could need and then 
telling Wilbur he could have some of their old clothes, now that they got new ones, like it 
was the best thing ever. 


Wilbur privily wondered if it would be the same with Phil. But neither Tommy’s nor 
Techno’s cloths would fit him, so it wouldn’t really work. And Phil had actually said they 
would get Wilbur some stuff. That was a good sign. 


The mall was filled with people hurrying from one shop to the next or idle strolling along, 
looking at the shop windows. Despite the sun having already set, there were still nearly three 
hours until the mall closed and there was no rush for people to get home just yet. 


“How about we get some clothes and other necessary items first and then we can look for 
other things if we still have time?” Phil suggested, while Techno hurried after Tommy, who 
had somehow managed to obtain a shopping cart from somewhere and was now about to run 
over a potted plant with it. 


“Sounds good,” Wilbur replied, wondering why they would even look for things he didn’t 
need. 


After taking the shopping cart away from Tommy, Phil led them all towards one of the 
clothing stores. 


Wilbur noticed that a lot of people were looking their way. He knew that most of those stares 
were probably due to Phil’s wings. Elytrians weren’t really that common in this region, at 
least nowhere as common as Enderians or Felines. And Phil’s pitch-black feathers tend to 


attract attention. Despite that, Wilbur felt like all the people were looking at him, staring 
because they knew something was wrong with him. 


He knew that the thought was illogical. Even if they were looking at him, most would 
probably not even realise he was a Phantom. His claws could just as well be because he was 
part Feline and his nearly white skin could be albinism, or just him being naturally pale. Still, 
Wilbur couldn’t help it but feel exposed under their eyes. 


He tried to ignore it as best as he could and followed the others into the clothing store. 


Once they entered, Wilbur had no idea what he was supposed to do. Was he allowed to get 
something? And if yes, how much? Should he look for things himself or does Phil just pick 
out what he deems fitting? The store was really big and Wilbur was a little intimidated by it. 


Phil seemed to notice his unease and turned towards him, “How about you just look for 
cloths you like and we meet up back here once you got everything. I also need some things, 
so I'll be looking as well. You really can take whatever and as much as you want and I’ll buy 
it for you. Money is not a problem and I can’t imagine you have a lot of clothes in your bag, 
so take what you need.” 


Wilbur still hesitated. This didn’t really sound like something anyone would do for him. “Are 
you sure?” he asked, hating how weak his voice sounded. 


“Yes, Iam sure,” Phil immediately replied, not leaving any room for argument. Then he 
walked away, leaving Wilbur alone in the entrance of the shop. Techno and Tommy both 
already disappeared somewhere between the aisles. 


Wilbur stood for a few seconds longer before making his way to the man’s section. He looked 
through the rows of cloth, not really sure what he should take. There had only been a few 
times in his life where he had been allowed to take whatever he wanted, and all of them were 
when he had been a lot younger. He wasn’t really sure what to do now. 


It would probably be best to just stick to the items he truly needed. A few more shirts would 
be useful, and a pair of pants or two. He could also need some new shoes, but they would 
have to go to a different store for that. 


After looking through all the cloths, Wilbur ended up with four shirts, two sweaters and two 
jeans. All of them wear just a plain colour and pretty cheap, just to be sure. He also picked up 
some new underwear and socks, since most of his had some holes in them. 


It felt strange. Wilbur wasn’t used to picking out stuff for himself, or to getting anything in 
general. Every time he passed Phil between the aisles, he tensed up, sure that the other will 
tell him that he won’t get anything. But Phil just smiled at him and moved on, not even 
looking at the pile of cloths Wilbur was holding. 


After getting everything, he needed, Wilbur made his way back to the spot where thy planned 
to meet up as Tommy suddenly came running down the aisles, directly towards him. He was 
holding what looked like a yellow sweater. 


“Wilbur, what do you think of this?” he asked, holding the sweater up high. 


Wilbur took a moment to consider it. The sweater looked nice. It was a soft yellow colour 
and had small flowers embroidered at the sleeve cuffs. 


“It looks good,” he finally answered. “But it’s a little big. I don’t think it would fit you.” 


Tommy just looked at him like Wilbur had somehow offended him. “It’s not for me, idiot. It’s 
for you. You said you liked yellow, so I looked for the best yellow thing in the store.” 


Oh. Wilbur had not expected Tommy to remember this, even though he had been the one to 
aske the question. It was just the type of question you ask to get to know someone, without 
actually caring about what they answer. Not a thing you would remember and consider while 
shopping for clothes. 


Wilbur didn’t really know what to say as he took the sweater from Tommy’s hands. “I don’t 
know, it looks really expensive,” he finally decided on. It really did look quite expensive and 
one look at the tag confirms his suspicion. The sweater costs alone nearly as much as all the 
other cloths combined. 


“That doesn’t matter. I’m sure Dad won’t mind,” Tommy said. “I'll just ask him.” He took 
the sweater from Wilbur’s hands again and ran towards Phil, who was just coming down the 
aisles. 


“Dad! Dad, you have to buy Wilbur this sweater!” He was loud enough that probably the 
entire store heard him. 


Phil just smiled at him. “Sure, if Wilbur likes the sweater.” 

Tommy just turned back to Wilbur with a satisfies smile on his face. “See, its no problem.” 
“But...,” Wilbur wanted to protest. 

“No buts,” Tommy interrupted him, “You said you like it and Dad said he’!l buy it.” 


Before Wilbur could do anything else, Tommy put the sweater on the pile of cloths Wilbur 
was holding. 


Unsure on what else to do, Wilbur turned to Phil, “You don’t have to buy this. I don’t really 
need it and it’s expensive.” 


Phil just looked at him. “Do you like the sweater?” 


Wilbur hesitated for a moment. He actually did like the sweater. It looked quite nice and felt 
really soft under his fingers. But it also was really expensive and he wasn’t sure if Phil would 
demand some kind of repayment later. 


It took some time, but Wilbur finally decided to nod. 


“Okay, then I'll buy it,” Phil said with a smile on his face. “I actually found something for 
you as well. It is getting quite cold and you could probably need a winter coat, so I looked for 
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one. 


As he said it, he pulled something out of the bag he was holding. It was a light brown coat, 
which would probably go down to Wilbur’s knees. It looked really warm. 


“T don’t really feel the cold that much, so I’m not sure if I would actually need a coat,” 
Wilbur said truthfully. This was one of the few good things of his new body, it wasn’t really 
sensitive to cold. Wilbur had found himself fully content in temperatures he would have 
dreaded not even half a year ago. 


“That’s fine,” Phil responded, “but it would still be good to get some protection against rain. 
We can also look for another coat if you don’t like this one.” 


Wilbur immediately shook his head. “No, this one is fine.” Wilbur actually quite liked how 
the coat looked and if Phil already offered it, he was probably fine with it as well. 


“Okay, then we’ll get it as well. Is there anything else you need?” Phil asked. 


Wilbur shook his head in response and once Techno joined them, holding some cloths as 
well, they all went to the cash register where Phil paid without saying anything about the 
price. 


After exiting the clothing store, they went to get some new shoes. Wilbur didn’t mention 
anything about needing new shoes, but Phil juts took one look at his current pair and decided 
that’s the next course of action. Apparently, Tommy needed a new pair as well, having grown 
out of his old winter boots. 


In front of the shoe-store, Phil turned towards the three boys. “How about you buy some 
shoes while I get a few other things? We’ll meet up at the fountain in the middle of the 
shopping center once you have found something. If I’m not there yet when you finished, you 
can also go to the drugstore to get some necessary items. Techno, please pay for the time 
being, Ill give you the money back later. And please make sure Tommy actually picks shoes 
that fit him. Is that okay with everyone?” 


Techno and Wilbur nodded. Tommy did so as well after some protest that he is a grown man 
and can pick his own shoes. After that, they parted ways. The three of them heading into the 
store while Phil went another direction, taking their shopping cart with him. 


Wilbur had, once again, no idea what he should do. Techno went with Tommy to the kids’ 
section to get him some boots, leaving Wilbur alone to look through the adults’ section. 


After looking through all the shoes, Wilbur picked a pair of plain black ones. They weren’t 
really anything special, but they weren’t that expensive and still waterproof. 


Wilbur just sat down on one of the stools to try them on, when suddenly Tommy came around 
the corner of the aisle he was sitting in. 


“Look Wilbur! I’m a model!” he shouted, loud enough for the entire store to hear him. 


Looking over to the boy, Wilbur noticed that he was wearing a pair of bright red high heels 
that was clearly too big for him. He was nearly falling over with every step, but still 
somehow managed to stay upright, constantly beating his small wings to keep balance, and 
continue his walk towards Wilbur. 


Wilbur had to smile at that. The sight of Tommy staggering forwards in the too big high heels 
just looked hilarious. A few other costumers were throwing annoyed looks their way at the 
loud noise, but Wilbur just ignored them. 


Once Tommy reached Wilbur, he all but threw himself into the others lab. Wilbur flinched 
slightly at the sudden contact, but quickly held his hands out so Tommy wouldn’t fall off. 


It’s only Tommy, Wilbur reminded himself. The worst thing that could happen was getting a 
face full of feathers because the boy didn’t have his wings under control. Tommy seemed 
way too sweet to hurt anyone intentionally. 


The boy was now sticking his legs up high, so everyone could see the high heels barely 
holding on to his small feet. “What do you think of my new shoes?” he asked, barely getting 
the words out between laughter. 


“They look great,” Wilbur reassured him with a smile on his face. 
“They do. I should get these instead of the winter boots.” 


“Absolutely not,” came immediate protest from Techno who was just rounding the corner. He 
was holding a shoe carton, which probably contained boots for Tommy. “We are not getting 
you high heels instead of winter boots.” 


“But I’m beautiful with them. The most beautiful man ever,” Tommy complained, jumping 
off from Wilbur’s lab and nearly falling over in the process. 


“Sure, you are, Mr Most-beautiful-man-ever. And now bring them back to where you got 
them from or I won’t buy you any shoes at all.” 


With a pout on his face, Tommy staggered away from them, not taking of the high heels. 


Once Tommy was out of sight, Techno turned to Wilbur again. “Did you find any shoes you 
like?” 


Wilbur nodded. “Yes, but I haven’t tried them on yet.” 


He quickly pulled of his old shoes and put on the new pair. They fit perfectly. Way better than 
his current pair. His toes had actually room to move for once and the shoes had a steady sole, 
so he wouldn’t feel any tiny pebble he stepped on. 


Satisfied, he took them of and put his old pair on again, grimacing at the discomfort they 
brough once again. He put the new ones back into their box. “Are these okay?” he asked, 
turning to Techno. 


“Sure,” the other responded, taking the box from Wilbur. “If they fit you, they are fine.” 


After finding Tommy, who was just about to put on another set of high heels, Techno paid for 
the shoes and the three of them headed out of the store. 


They couldn’t see Phil anywhere near the water fountain, so they made their way to the 
closest drugstore. Wilbur quickly picked out a bottle of shampoo and a new soap. The one he 
had was already pretty small. Techno also insisted on getting a new toothbrush, even though 
Wilbur told him he had one. 


After paying, they went back to the fountain, but Phil was still nowhere in sight. They 
decided to just wait there for him. 


They just stood there for a while. Tommy repeatedly tried to get into the fountain until 
Techno threatened to put him on a leash. Wilbur is pretty sure he had never seen so much 
chaos in one single child, it was kind of fascinating. 


What else was fascinating to Wilbur was the water fountain itself. He had been to shopping 
malls before, but all of them had been pretty small. Definitely not big enough to have a water 
fountain in the middle of the building. 


It was then, while they were waiting, that Wilbur suddenly heard a voice behind him, “Mama, 
look! That boy looks like a ghost!” 


Wilbur turned around to see a young boy, probably a little younger than Tommy, pointing 
directly at him. 


“Don’t be rude, Sammy,” his mother scolded the boy, grabbing his arm and pulling him away 
without even looking at Wilbur. 


Wilbur immediately tensed up. He suddenly was all too aware of all the looks he was getting 
from all the strangers. There was an old man sitting on a bench, giving him a strange look. 
Two girls walking by both looking at him before they turned to each other and laughed. A 
young pair looking at him from the side as they passed. 


Wilbur felt exposed, like they all could see right through him and look at all his secrets. His 
chest burned. He glanced sideways to Techno and Tommy, but they didn’t seem like they 
noticed anything. 


He needed to get away, to hide somewhere. 


He quickly looked down to his hands to check if they were still visible, not sure if he was 
glad or disappointed once he saw they were still fully there. 


“T’m going to use the toilet,” he said to Techno, not even caring if the other heard him as he 
made his way to the nearest bathroom. 


Once he got there, he quickly went into the nearest stall and locked the door behind him. 
Only when he was sure no one was able to see him took he finally in a deep breath he didn’t 


even notice he was holding. He was still breathing too fast, but at least he was actually 
breathing now. 


Wilbur reached for his pulse, letting the steady beating of his hard ground him. He can’t 
panic now. The others were waiting for him and they still needed to finish their shopping trip 
and get home. Now really wasn’t a good time. 


Unfortunately, his mind didn’t really care if it was a good time or not and Wilbur could feel 
his own thoughts pressing down on him. His skin crawled at the though of going back out 
there, having to endure all the stairs. He wanted to do nothing more than just curl up in his 
bed with a blanket covering him and hiding him from the entire world. 


But that wasn’t an option right now. All he could do was taking a few deep breaths and try to 
stop his thoughts from running a thousand miles per hour. 


After what felt like hours but was probably, hopefully, only a minute or two, Wilbur managed 
to calm down enough to excite the bathroom stall and face the world once again. He kept his 
eyes firm on the ground, just high enough so he wouldn’t run into anyone. Like this, he 
couldn’t see if anyone was looking his way and could at least delude himself into thinking 
that nobody even glanced in his direction. 


Only when he reached the water fountain did Wilbur finally look up again. Phil had come 
back at one point while Wilbur was away and was now waiting together with Techno and 
Tommy. 


Techno gave him a concerned look but didn’t say anything. 
Phil, on the other hand, immediately approached him. “Did you find fitting shoes?” 
Wilbur just nodded, not really trusting his voice at the moment. 


Phil didn’t seem to mind his lack of words and continued, “That’s good. I got you some 
supplies for school. They didn’t have most of the schoolbooks you’ll need in stock so I had to 
order them. They will hopefully arrive at some point during next week. I also went to the 
electronics-store and got you a phone, like we talked about. I picked the same model Techno 
and I use. I hope you don’t mind. And since you will attend school online, I figured it would 
be best for you to have your own laptop, so I got you one as well.” He pointed to the two 
boxes in the shopping cart while he was speaking. “And I also got you a pair of headphones, 
which might be useful for school.” 


Wilbur just stared at them, unsure what he should say. Phones were expensive, laptops even 
more so. And both appeared to be rather new models. When Phil had said he would get him a 
phone, Wilbur assumed it would be an old model, good for calling of texting someone and 
nothing else. He didn’t expect a phone like this. And even more did he not expect to get his 
own laptop. He thought he would just have to borrow Phil’s laptop and hope the man didn’t 
need it while Wilbur had school. 


Wilbur was pretty sure he won’t be able to keep the laptop and would have to give it back 
once he inevitable moved to another house. But still, it was nice for now. And maybe Phil 


will be kind enough to let him keep the phone, it would be really useful. 


“Thanks,” Wilbur finally managed to say after a few moments of awkward silence. He felt 
like he should say more, but he didn’t really know what. Some of his previous parents often 
scolded him for not being grateful, even though the thanked them for everything they did for 
him. 


Phil, however, didn’t seem to mind in the slightest and just smiled at him. “I don’t know 
about you guys, but I am starving. It’s getting pretty late, so how about we get some food and 
head home. We can come back another time and look for some decoration for your room if 
that’s okay with you Wilbur.” 


“Okay, that’s fine,” Wilbur agreed. Wilbur felt absolutely exhausted from being around 
people for so long, getting something to eat and then heading back sounded great. Honestly, 
he wouldn’t even mind if they didn’t come back for decorations. He was fully content with 
his room staying as it is. It was always easier to leave a barren room behind than a room that 
actually felt like his. He just wasn’t sure how he could convey that to Phil. 


“Yeah, let’s go to the burger place,” Tommy said, grabbing the shopping cart and running of 
to where Wilbur assumed the burger place was. Phil immediately ran after him and Techno 
and Wilbur trailed behind. 


On their way to the burger place, they passed by all kinds of different shops and Wilbur 
looked at the store windows with fascination. He stopped dead in his track when they 
suddenly passed by a music store. It displayed all kinds of different instruments, but what 
really caught Wilbur’s eyes where the guitars. 


He had always dreamed of having his own guitar. He knew how to play. One of his former 
teachers had offered to teach him with the school guitars after she had noticed how he looked 
every time someone was playing. Since then, he always asked his current school if he could 
borrow a guitar to play after lessons. It didn’t always work but it was still better than nothing. 
But he never had his own guitar. Instruments were expensive and even if he had any money, 
the chance of it being taken away or destroyed were too high for it to be worth the risk. 


With a sigh Wilbur averted his gaze from the guitars and caught up to the others. 


They ended up in a small restaurant in the shopping mall. It sold other things than just 
burgers as well but Tommy and Techno both swore that the burgers here were the best in the 
entire state. Wilbur ended up ordering a vegie-burger like Tommy. 


Luckily, Phil ordered some pasta for himself, what meant Wilbur wouldn’t have to worry 
about him holding a knife on top of how stressed he already was from the entire shopping 
trip. 


The food was really good and Wilbur could see why Techno and Tommy liked the burgers 
here so much. They were delicious. 


By the time they exited the restaurant, there were noticeably less people in the mall than 
before. It was getting pretty late and most people already made their way back home. 


Wilbur could feel the exhaustion in every part of his body. He wasn’t really used to being so 
active for the entire day, even though he only got up at noon. In the rehab center he usually 
just spent his days hanging around in his room, unable to leave without risking burns from 
the sunlight. The only exercise he got was when he went to the fitness room in the evening, 
which he rarely did since it was usually full of other people, or when he snuck out at nigh to 
go into the garden or a nearby park, which was really cold and was technically not allowed to 
do, but it was better than being stuck in a small room the entire time. 


So yeah, by the time they reached the car, Wilbur was absolutely exhausted and had a hard 
time not to fall asleep in his seat. He was still fully aware of Phil’s presence, however, and 
even though Wilbur was pretty sure he wouldn’t do anything while he was driving and 
Techno and Tommy were right next to them, Wilbur couldn’t force himself to relax if he 
wanted. As long as an adult was nearby, his body was fully alert and he couldn’t relax for 
even a second. 


After reaching the house and getting their purchases inside, Wilbur made his way to his room 
as quickly as possible. Phil insisted on washing the new cloths firs and put them to the 
laundry, so Wilbur didn’t have to worry about them. The only thing he really did was 
carrying his new school stuff, which mostly consisted of notebooks, a few different pencils 
and two schoolbooks, upstairs and unpacking his new shoes and putting them to the other. 
Phil told him to throw his old pair out, but Wilbur hid them in his room instead. He already 
looked and there was a rain pipe running down the house right next to his window that he 
could potentially climb down if he needed a quick escape out of his room. This way he 
wouldn’t have to do it just in socks. 


After everything was put away, Wilbur finally laid down on his bed, letting out an exhausted 
sigh. He left the phone, the headphones, and the laptop on the kitchen table, still in their 
boxes. He hadn’t really been sure if he was allowed to take them to his room and he was too 
tired to ask or just try out. Techno had offered to help him set them up, which was good 
because Wilbur had no idea how any of that worked. But that could wait for the next day, for 
now, Wilbur was fully content just to lie in his comfortable bed. 


He felt drained, both physically and emotionally. The day had been a whirlwind of all kinds 
of different things and Wilbur didn’t know how to feel about half of them. 


The Crafts have been really kind so far. Techno and Tommy were fun to be around and even 
though Wilbur was really anxious around Phil, the man didn’t actually do anything bad so far. 
On the one hand, this was good. It meant Wilbur wasn’t in immediate danger. On the other 
hand, it was absolutely terrifying. He didn’t know when they would finally snap, what it 
would take for them to realise that they didn’t want Wilbur around and go from kind to harsh 
words or worse, like everyone else did. 


Despite the constant stream of worries shooting through his head, it didn’t take long for 
Wilbur to fall asleep that night. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you liked it. 


Have a nice day/night and until next time. 


Chapter 7 


Chapter Notes 


I am back with more angst. 


Enjoy © 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Wilbur woke up from a night of restless sleep and nightmares. Maybe he really should stop 
blaming the hard beds in the rehab center for his lack of proper rest. 


A quick look at the clock revealed that it wasn’t even 9 p.m. yet. 


Wilbur let out a groan. He didn’t really want to get up and have to interact with the others. 
But the only other option was staying in his room until lunch and being alone with his mind 
for hours, which sounded even worse. And he could feel his stomach demanding food, which 
gave him even more reason to get up. 


After a few more moments of contemplating and enjoying the warmth of his bed Wilbur 
finally rolled out of bed and got dressed. He still had to wear his old cloths, since all his new 
ones were in the laundry, but he was used to them anyway so it didn’t really matter that much 
to him. 


When he exited his room and went down the stairs, Wilbur tried to be as quiet as possible, in 
case anyone else was still asleep. It turns out to be really necessary since he could hear 
Tommy talking loudly downstairs and the moment Wilbur walked into the kitchen, he 
shouted loud enough to wake anyone in the house and possibly the neighbours as well, 
“Good morning, Wilbur!” 


Wilbur flinched slightly at the loud noise and Phil turned as well from where he was standing 
at the stove, cooking something. “Don’t be so loud, Tommy. Techno’s still sleeping,” he 
scolded. 


Wilbur immediately tensed up, being too loud always had some kind of consequences. He 
fully expected Phil to send Tommy to his room without breakfast or do something even 
worse. However, Tommy didn’t seem to be concerned in the slightest and Phil just turned 
back to the stove to stir whatever he was cocking. It was hard to see with the wings blocking 
most of the view. 


“Good morning, Wilbur. I hope you slept well,” he finally said, having apparently already 
forgotten about what Tommy just did. “Are you okay with scrambled eggs for breakfast? We 
also have some cereal if you want.” 


“Scrambled eggs are fine,” Wilbur answered, hating how small his voice sounded. He sat 
down on the table next to Tommy, still a little tense and expecting some sort of late reaction 
or punishment from Phil. It never came. 


Wilbur was confused by the entire situation. Tommy was constantly making noise and being 
loud, but apparently Phil didn’t mind it that much. But then there was Techno, who walked 
without making a single noise and skipped the squeaking steps of the stairs. 


Wilbur didn’t really know what to make of that. If the parents didn’t give him exact rules, he 
usually relied on other children if there were any and just did what they did. But that didn’t 
really work when he was getting mixed signals like that. Did Phil allow loud noise or not? 
Maybe he only allowed it for Tommy and not Techno, but that didn’t make much sense either, 
especially since Techno had said he had been here before Tommy. Maybe it was because 
Tommy was younger. Maybe there was another reason to it that Wilbur didn’t know of. 


In the end, it didn’t really matter. Wilbur decided it would just be best to stay as quiet as 
possible to both avoid potential anger from Phil and so he wouldn’t draw any attention to 
himself. That was probably the safest option regardless. 


Wilbur’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted when a plate of scrambled eggs was put in front 
of him. It both looked and smelled delicious. 


Tommy immediately halted the strange story he was telling about boobs — or it was at least 
about one boob from what Wilbur could hear, he didn’t really pay much attention — and 
wasted no time to dig into his own plate. 


Phil took his seat at the opposite side of the table and started eating as well and Wilbur 
followed their lead. The scrambled eggs really were as delicious as they looked. 


After only a few moments of silence, Tommy continued to tell his story while eating, getting 
pieces of egg everywhere. Now that Wilbur was actually paying attention, he realised that it 
was not about a boob, but instead about someone Tommy called Boob-boy and another boy 
named Tubbo, who Tommy was meeting up with later. 


Breakfast went by without anything really happening. Tommy continued talking and told all 
kinds of wild stories with Phil sometimes throwing small comments in. Wilbur mostly just 
staid quiet. 


The problem only came once everyone was done eating. Wilbur just finished cleaning his 
plate, when he suddenly heard Tommy shout from somewhere in the house, “Bey, I’m going 
to Tubbo’s!” 


“Put on a coat,” Phil said back, followed by the sound of the front door falling close. 


It was only then that Wilbur realised he was completely alone with Phil. Sure, Techno was 
still in the house, but he was upstairs, probably still asleep. 


Wilbur’s heart immediately picked up speed as he turned around to see Phil standing right 
between him and the exit, his looming wings blocking most of the way. He felt like he 


couldn’t breathe. 


Phil was just taking a step towards the sink, and consequently also towards Wilbur, when he 
suddenly stopped dead in his tracks, seeming confused. He looked a few times around the 
kitchen, before his eyes settled around where Wilbur was standing, just slightly to the left. 


It took Wilbur a few moments to realise what just happened. He still wasn’t getting enough 
air in his lungs and his mind was in full on panic mode, but when he finally looked down, he 
noticed that his hands were barely visible. He could just vaguely make out the outline of his 
own limbs, which meant Phil wasn’t able to see him at all. 


Some of the tension left Wilbur’s shoulders. Being invisible right now was good, even if it 
wasn’t intentional. It was way easier to escape if Phil wasn’t able to see where he was. 


However, there was also a high chance of Phil getting mad because Wilbur just turned 
invisible without any proper reason. There might be consequences, no matter if it was 
involuntarily or not. 


Wilbur was frozen in place, unable to move out of fear Phil might hear him and do 
something. 


Phil, on the other hand, didn’t seem to know what to do. For some time, he just stood there, 
looking around the kitchen in concern. 


Wilbur clenched his hands into tight fists to stop them from shaking too violently. He still 
couldn’t breathe and he felt like his heart was beating loud enough for Phil to hear. He didn’t 
know what to do. Everything in his body told him to run away, to flee, but Phil was blocking 
the only entrance of the kitchen. It would be impossible to get past him without being 
noticed. 


“Are you alright, mate?” Phil said after what felt like way too long. “I’m sorry if I scared you 
or anything. I didn’t mean to. We can talk about it if you want to. You don’t have to, of 
course. If you prefer it, you can just go up to your room.” With those words, he finally took a 
step to the side, leaving the entrance wide open. 


Wilbur didn’t react immediately. For a few moments he just stood there, perplexed. Phil 
didn’t seem mad. Hell, he didn’t even seem upset at all, just concerned. Wilbur didn’t know 
what to do with that. 


After finally gathering himself enough to form a coherent thought again, Wilbur didn’t waste 
any time and immediately ran past Phil, through the door and up the stairs. Phil either felt or 
heard him pass by, because his eyes roughly traced Wilbur’s movement. However, he didn’t 

make any move to follow. 


When he finally was upstairs, Wilbur didn’t immediately go to his room. Instead, he went to 
the bathroom and locked the door behind him. The moment the lock fell into place he headed 
straight for the toilet and threw up. The amount of adrenaline and anxiety running through his 
body made it impossible to keep any food down. 


His whole body was shaking and the few gulps of air he managed to take in were interrupted 
by him heaving into the toilet. 


His heart was beating faster than what could be considered healthy. 


Wilbur didn’t know how long he staid like that. It could have been only a few minutes of 
multiple hours. At one point he turned visible again, stopped throwing up his guts into the 
toilet and instead leaned against the wall beside him, where he kept lying in a pathetic pile of 
too long limbs and too short breaths. 


After some time, the adrenaline disappeared from his system, leaving only the fear gnawing 
at his bones. He felt like his mind was torn apart in the middle. 


On the one hand, he was scared. Scared of what Phil might do when there was no one around 
to witness it. Scared of the consequences his own actions will surely bare. Phil had done 
nothing bad so far. Nothing that might even indicate he would want to hurt Wilbur in any 
form. But Wilbur had been in too many houses before, had experienced too many 
disappointments to believe that was true. Too many of his previous houses had started out 
good only to leave him even more broken in the end. The world wasn’t kind and he would be 
a fool to believe otherwise. 


But then there was the other part of him, the part that felt ashamed, or at least something 
close to it. He felt stupid for immediately assuming that someone might hurt him. When he 
was younger, he had always been told to give everyone a chance. But it was hard to give 
someone a chance when the only thing he felt the moment he was alone with them was pure 
panic. How could he trust someone not to hurt him what that was all he could think about? 


In the end it didn’t even matter if Phil was a good person or not. Once he found out how 
broken Wilbur was, he would send him back. Because who would keep someone around who 
couldn’t even be in the same room as an adult without panicking? Who would voluntarily 
take care of someone that fucked up? Wilbur had always been his own worst enemy. 


He laughed at that thought, because his only other options were screaming or crying. Maybe 
he looked like an absolute lunatic like that, laughing at the floor of a bathroom. But it 
probably was the only thing that kept his sanity together at the moment, so he didn’t really 
care that much. 


After what felt like a small eternity, Wilbur finally got up from his spot on the floor. He 
flushed the toilet and drank some water from the faucet to wash the taste of bile out of his 
mouth. Then, he splashed some cold water on his face before looking up into the mirror. He 
flinched slightly when he caught his refection and quickly averted his gaze. It seemed like he 
looked worse with every time he saw himself in a mirror. 


Finally, he made his way back into his room, making sure the hallway was empty before he 
actually opened the bathroom door. 


Once he reached his room, he threw himself on the bed and drew the blanked tightly around 
him. He had hardly been up for an hour and was already exhausted form the day. With a sigh 
he let himself sink deeper into the cushions and didn’t move from them again. 


That was where he stayed for a long time. He only shifted slightly when his muscles 
protested from staying still for too long, but he didn’t get up once. At one point he could hear 
Techno going downstairs and later coming back up. Wilbur didn’t move. 


Noon came around. Wilbur didn’t move. 
Phil came upstairs and knocked at his door, telling him that lunch was ready if he wanted any. 


“T’m not hungry,” was all that Wilbur gave as response. Is knuckles turned white because he 
was clenching them too tight around his bedsheets out of fear Phil might come in. 


Phil didn’t come in. Instead, he just said that it was okay and left. Wilbur let out a relived 
breath. 


Not being hungry was a total lie. Wilbur could feel his stomach protest at the idea of not 
getting any lunch. Maybe it was because he threw up his entire breakfast, maybe it was 
because he staid invisible for too long, even if it wasn’t his choice. No matter what it was, 
Wilbur felt like he hadn’t eaten anything in a week. He still didn’t move, the fear of 
encountering Phil again outweighing the desire to eat anything. He briefly entertained the 
idea of eating one of his granola bars, but quickly dismissed it. It was better to save them for 
true emergencies. 


Phil came back about half an hour later, but he still didn’t try to open the door, despite it 
being unlocked. “I made you some sandwiches in case you want something to eat later. There 
is also some leftover lunch if you want to come down, but for now I’Il just put you the 
sandwiches beside your door,” was all he said before going back down again. 


Wilbur waited long enough to make sure that nobody was nearby, before he finally, for the 
first time in hours, got up from his bed and went to the door. When he opened it, he saw a 
plate with a few sandwiches on it right next to it. His stomach growled at the sight and he 
quickly grabbed it, immediately closing the door behind him. 


He sat down at his desk with the plate of sandwiches in front of him. They looked delicious 
and he didn’t waste any time before he bit into the first one. They tasted exactly like they 
looked and it was great to get some food into his system again. He quickly finished the entire 
plate. 


After that, Wilbur went back to his bed and laid down again. He didn’t have anything else to 
do. The fear from his encounter with Phil had long passed and boredom has set in instead. 
However, he could still hear Phil downstairs while Techno was in his room and Tommy was 
still at his friend’s house. Wilbur would much rather stay in his room and be bored than 
taking the chance of encountering Phil alone again. 


So, Wilbur staid in his room and tried to find something to do. 


After about fifteen minutes, staring at his clock got too boring and he stood up to look for 
something else to occupy himself with. He turned his attention to the two schoolbooks he 
already had. 


One of his two books was about math, of all things. Wilbur took a quick look inside, but 
quickly realised he had no idea how anything in it worked. It would probably be wise to at 
least try to understand it, since he would need it in school, but at the moment he just did not 
have the energy to do so. 


Instead, he took the other book, a textbook about physics. It wasn’t his strongest subject, but 
it still was better than math. Wilbur took some time to look it through to see what they will 
learn about, then he just started reading it form the beginning. 


He managed to entertain himself like this for about 40 minutes before he grew bored and his 
mind started to wander. 


His gaze finally landed on the window. Even though it was slightly darkened by the sun- 
filter, Wilbur could see the bright blue sky outside with barely any clouds in it. It really was a 
beautiful day. 


Wilbur had always liked to take walks if the weather was fitting. It would give him a chance 
to get away from whatever house he was currently staying at and he could also map out the 
surrounding area. 


But now that wasn’t an option. Now he was stuck in his room, knowing that he would get 
burned if he even just opened the window. 


When he first was told he wouldn’t be able to go into sunlight again, he didn’t want to belief 
it. Or at least he didn’t want to accept it. 


He tried it out once, when he was in the rehab center. He just opened the window and stuck 
his arm into the beam of sunlight that was flowing in. It hurt, a lot. Even the part of his arm 
that was covered by his sleeves burned, though slightly slower than the fully exposed skin. It 
felt like he stuck his arms directly into hot flames. 


He burned himself some more when he tried to close the window again. In the end he had to 
call out for help because he was stuck in a small corner, unable to leave with sunlight 
flooding the entire room. A nurse finally came after fifteen minutes and closed the window. 
Luckily, he hadn’t been exposed long enough for the burns to get too severe and scar. 


They locked the window after that, to make sure he wouldn’t try something like that again. 
Not that he wanted to do so. 


But still, every time he looked at a window, he wondered if it would be different. There was 
always a small part of him that hoped that it all had just been a bad dream and he would just 
wake up again. That his skin wouldn’t burn up in direct sunlight. Even though he knew it was 
naive hope, there was a part of his mind whispering to him to just try it out again. 


Now his window wasn’t locked. Wilbur had opened it at one point during the night to make 
sure he could escape, and also to let some fresh air in. It would be easy to just open it now 
and stick his arm out. There was nothing really stopping him. 


A sharp knock on his door suddenly interrupted him. Wilbur nearly jumped out of his chair, 
feeling like he was caught doing something he wasn’t supposed to do. 


“Yes?” he finally answered once he had gathered his thoughts again. 


“Hey,” Techno’s voice came from the other side of the door. “If you have time now, I can 
help you set up your laptop and phone.” 


“Yeah, sure,” Wilbur responded, relived that it wasn’t Phil wanting something from him. He 
quickly opened the door to reveal Techno behind it with both laptop and phone already in his 
hands. 


Wilbur stepped aside to let Techno enter, who put the boxes on the desk. For a moment he 
just looked at the single chair in the room, before he turned around and went passed Wilbur 
out of the room again. Wilbur staid where he was, slightly confused why Techno left again. 


The confusion quickly dissolved when the other came back with his own chair in his hands. 
He put the chair in front of the desk and sat down, motioning for Wilbur to take the other 
chair. 


“Let’s do the phone first and then the laptop,” Techno said, already getting the phone out of 
its box. “Do you have any experience with this?” 


“Not really,” Wilbur replied, shaking his head. “I know a little about how to work on a 
computer from school, but that’s about it. I had a phone once, but it was a really old model 
without a touch screen, so I don’t think that’s much help.” 


He got that phone when he was fifteen and it was really only useful for contacting his foster 
parents. He only got it because the parents weren’t there half of the time and Wilbur was 
supposed to take care of their biological six-year-old. They said he should be able to reach 
them in case something happened to their actual child. The one time he called them because 
he himself was feeling so sick he was barely able to walk, they just hung up and later 
screamed at him for using the phone for something stupid like that. 


“That’s fine. I can show you how everything works later,” Techno said while starting up the 
phone. 


The next two hours were spent with Techno setting everything up and then showing Wilbur 
how to actually use it. He showed him how to access his emails, how to download apps, how 
to use or access different documents and all kinds of other things. He also gave Wilbur access 
to a Netflix account so he would be able to watch movies. 


Techno even showed him how to use his school’s website, so he wouldn’t have any problems 
login in the next day. 


After Techno left, Wilbur spent the rest of the day figuring out what else he could do with his 
phone and laptop. The thought alone felt strange to him. Having his own laptop or phone, 
being able to access the internet whenever he wanted to, wasn’t something he expected to 
have before he turned eighteen. He still didn’t trust it fully and a small part of him was sure 
that at any point Phil would just come in and take it away again. But still, it was nice for now. 


At one point, Wilbur also tried out the headphones to listen to some music. It kind of terrified 
him at first because with them on, he wouldn’t be able to hear anyone approaching. After a 
while he finally settled on using them on just one ear. Like that, he would still be able to hear 
any footsteps outside while also listening to something else. And no one could complain 
about him playing music too loud like this. 


Wilbur finally left his room again when it was time for dinner. Tommy had returned from his 
friend’s house and all four of them ate together. Phil had made soup so luckily there weren’t 
any knifes. 


Wilbur still was tense throughout the entire dinner, afraid that Phil might say something about 
what had happened in the morning or be mad about Wilbur not leaving his room the entire 
day. But thankfully, Phil didn’t say anything about it. He only asked if Wilbur liked the 
sandwiches. 


Even though dinner went by without any incident, Wilbur hardly managed to get anything 
down. Worries swirled through his stomach, not leaving any room for food. 


Today was Sunday, which meant the following day was Monday. Wilbur would finally go 
back to school for the first time since the summer holidays started in July. He would attend a 
new school, so different from every school he had ever went to. He would have new 
classmates and new teachers. And while that in itself wasn’t wors enough, he was behind on 
nearly two months’ worth of lessons. 


However, that wasn’t the main thing that Wilbur was worried about. Monday meant school 
starts again for everyone, which meant both Techno and Tommy had to go back to school. 
They would be away for several hours and Wilbur would be totally alone with Phil. Wilbur 
wouldn’t even have a way to escape. The weather was supposed to be sunny the next day, 
which meant he wouldn’t be able to flee without getting severely burned. 


So far, Phil had been nothing but kind to Wilbur, but they also had never been truly alone 
together. Someone had been withing earshot at all times. Wilbur had no idea what will 
happen once no one was able to see them, to hear them. There was no telling if the facade of 
false kindness will hold up longer or if Phil will show how he truly is, like everyone before 
had done eventually. 


The idea of it made Wilbur nauseous. 


Once dinner was over Wilbur made his way back upstairs as quick as possible. He tried not to 
think too much about the following day as he prepared himself for a restless night. 
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Wilbur woke the next morning to the ringing of his alarm clock with dread filling his inside. 
He had set the alarm the previous night to the time Phil had said they usually had breakfast. 


There was nothing Wilbur would rather do than just turn around and sleep for several more 
hours. The night had once more been filled with more nightmares than actually resting sleep. 
Closing his eyes again and sleeping sounded like the best thing ever. And he wouldn’t have to 
think about being alone in the house with Phil, which only made the temptation stronger. 


However, going back to sleep wasn’t really an option right now. He had classes later and 
before that he had a call with the principle so she could get to know him and tell him about a 
few more things. It would also be good to get some breakfast while Techno and Tommy were 
still here. He sure as hell will not leave his room once they were gone if it was avoidable. 


After gathering the energy to do so, Wilbur finally got up and changed out of his pyjamas. 
When he went downstairs, he could hear the others talk in the kitchen. All three of them were 
already sitting at the table, eating breakfast. 


Phil was the first to spot Wilbur’s entrance. “Good morning, mate. I hope you slept well,” he 
said in a cheery voice. “I made pancakes for breakfast.” He gestured to the plate of pancakes 
sitting in the middle of the table. All three of them had already some on their own plates. 


Techno and Tommy greeted him as well. While Techno sounded like he was still half asleep, 
Tommy had definitely too much energy for this early in the morning. He tried to manoeuvre a 
fork full of pancakes to his mouth while simultaneously pulling out the fourth chair for 
Wilbur to sit at. 


Wilbur let out a “Good morning,” as well before he took a seat. He put a few pancakes on the 
plate that was already standing in front of him and poured some maple syrup on them. They 
were delicious. 


“Do you have everything you need for school?” Phil asked after a few seconds of silent 
eating. 


It took a few seconds for Wilbur to realise the question was directed at him. He only nodded 
in response, having his mouth filled with pancakes. 


“Okay,” Phil continued, not minding Wilbur’s lack of words. “I’m going to drive Tommy to 
school later. Usually Techno takes both of them, but he’s not feeling too good so he’ll stay at 
home for the day. I’ll be in my office later, so just knock if you need anything.” 


Those words took Wilbur of guard. At once, most of the fear that was building up within him 
changed to utter relief. He threw a quick glance to Techno. The other looked up for a 
moment, catching Wilbur’s eyes. There was something knowing in his look before he turned 
his attention back to his pancakes. 


Wilbur didn’t know how to feel. He wouldn’t have to be alone with Phil for the day. Weather 
Techno was actually sick or not, Wilbur was grateful to him. 


After breakfast, Techno immediately went back up to his room, which meant Wilbur didn’t 
get the chance to talk to him. 


Phil drove off to take Tommy to school and Wilbur made his way upstairs as well. After 
getting fully ready for the day, he set up his laptop and went to his school’s website, where he 
then waited until the principal would call. 


At one point Wilbur could hear Phil returning home and going to his office, but he didn’t 
really care, knowing that Techno was within earshot. However, anxiety was still sitting heavy 
within his stomach. This time it wasn’t from the fear of being alone with Phil, but rather 
about the prospect of attending a new school and having to talk to the principal. Everything 
could happen and Wilbur was not prepared for it. 


The call came in at exactly the time the principal had previously notified him about via email. 
After taking one deep breath and checking that he still was visible, just to make sure, Wilbur 
clicked on the accept button. The display loaded for a few seconds, before finally showing 
the video-call. At the other end of the call, Wilbur could see a middle-aged, human looking 
woman sitting in an office. She had curly black hair and dark skin and appeared to be 
wearing a beige suit. She had a kind smile on her face. 


“Hello, Wilbur. ’m Mrs Gruber, as you might have guessed. It’s a nice to meet you,” she said 
in a soft voice. 


“It’s a pleasure to meet you as well, Mrs Gruber. Thank you for accepting me at your school,” 
Wilbur responded, trying to sound as polite as possible. He was glad she could not see his 
hands, since he was pretty sure he accidently cut himself again while fidgeting. 


“I’m glad to have you at my school. You appear to be quite a good student from what I’ve 
seen of your previous records. If you have any problems with getting into your classes just 
contact the school’s secretary. You should have access to everything, but since your 
application was on such a short notice there is a chance of something being overlooked or 
forgotten. Many of our students go to this school due to medical reasons or other sudden 
changes in their lives, which leave them unable to attend regular schools. Therefore, it isn’t 
that unusually for us to gain a new student during the year,” Mrs Gruber continued. She either 
didn’t notice Wilbur’s nervousness or choose to ignore it. 


Wilbur just nodded, not really sure what he should say. 


“Okay, there are a few more things I would like to discuss with you before you have your 
first class” she continued. “While I don’t know any details, I’ve been informed by Mr Craft 
about what had happened to you and what your current situation is like. All the teaches know 
about it as well. As Mr Craft has requested, we won’t be too strict with attendance for the 
first month. If you need any time off for personal reasons, you just have to massage your 
teachers or the secretary and no further questions will be asked. Please don’t abuse this and 
only miss classes if you need to, so it won’t have any bad effects on your grades.” 


Those words made Wilbur halt in his fidgeting. Why would Phil request anything like this? 
Was it actually about Wilbur’s personal wellbeing or did he have other motives? Maybe Phil 
wanted Wilbur to miss classes so he could do housework, or he had something even worse in 
mind. The thought of it only made Wilbur more anxious, if that was even possible. 


Mrs Gruber didn’t seem to notice Wilbur’s unease and continued talking. “While the teachers 
know about you being a Phantom, we won’t tell it to the students. The teachers will most 
likely mention that there is a new student at the beginning of the class and tell the others your 
name, but they won’t reveal any personal information. You are free to tell your classmates 
whatever you want and we also won’t blame you if you choose to lie about your race to avoid 
questions. However, we do require all students to activate their camaras since we have to 
control attendance, so you will have to show yourself to others.” 


Relief washed away some of the anxiety that has built up withing Wilbur at those words. The 
other students didn’t have to know he was a Phantom, which meant he wouldn’t be 
confronted with questions he didn’t even want to think about. He could just lie and say he 
was part feline or something like that. 


“Okay, thank you,” Wilbur said as response. 


“Good. We don’t have that much time before your first class starts, but there is one more 
thing I wanted to talk about,” the principal continued. “The last time you visited a school was 
before summer break, correct?” 


Wilbur nodded in agreement. Last schoolyear had been fairly normal for him, until 
everything went to shit during summer break. He hadn’t been to any school since. 


“Okay. I don’t know how much you learned by yourself or how fast of a learner you are, so 
you don’t have to agree to this offer if you don’t want to or don’t think you will need it. But 
since you missed nearly two months’ worth of school and are behind on your classes, I have 
another student who would offer to assist you to catch up on any missed lessons and help you 
if you have any questions. You have most of your classes together. She is a good student and 
great at teaching others as well.” 


Wilbur thought about that offer for a few moments. It actually sounded pretty great. He could 
definitely need some help to catch up on everything he missed. The fact that he did not 
understand anything when he looked through his math book the previous day only proved 
that further. Having someone he could ask about all that stuff would be great and he wouldn’t 
have to bother the teachers like that. It also meant he would spend more time in calls with 
someone else, which gave him an excuse to avoid Phil more often. 


“Yes, that sounds like a good idea. Thank you,” Wilbur finally replied. 


“Good, then I’Il message her that you agreed. She will most likely message or call you after 
your classes,” Mrs Gruber continued. “Then I think that was everything I wanted to talk to 
you about. Do you have any more questions?” 


Wilbur thought for a few seconds. He was nearly about to shake his head as one question 
popped up in his head. He hesitated for a few moments, unsure if asking this would be rude. 
But he really wanted to know this, so he finally asked, “I have one question, about the school 
fees. I read on the homepage that there is a monthly fee to pay. Will I be unable to attend if 
this isn’t paid on time?” 


“There is no need to worry about that,” the principal immediately replied without missing a 
beat. “We do have options for later payments without just cutting your education of. Only if 
the payment is far too late without any notification as to why will we take other actions. 
However, you don’t need to be concerned about that. I understand that you are in the foster 
system and your living situation might change suddenly. But Mr Craft choose to pay for the 
entire year upfront. Even if something changes and you no longer live with him, you will be 
able to attend this school until you receive your diploma.” 


Wilbur had to keep himself from letting out a relives sigh at that. He would be able to finish 
high school, no matter what happened. Well, he would still need access to the internet and at 
least a phone, but that was definitely easier to obtain than enough money for school fees. And 
while Wilbur had no idea why Phil would pay for the entire year if it wasn’t even certain that 
Wilbur would stay that long, he was definitely grateful for it. Then again, Phil himself 
seemed pretty convinced that Wilbur would stay here, despite his previous records. 


“Okay, thank you. I don’t have any other questions,” Wilbur finally responded once he had 
his emotions under control again. 


“Good. Then I am happy to welcome you to our school. If you have any further questions, 
just massage me or the secretary, or ask one of your classmates. I hope you’ll have a good 
time and learn a lot. Now, I need to be going since I have to teach a class in the first period. 
Goodbye, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur only managed a short “Thank you...” as reply before the principal already ended the 
call. 


For a few moments, Wilbur staid still, wanting to make sure the call actually ended. Then, 
once he was certain, he finally let out a relieved breath. 


It went a lot better than he expected. The principal seemed like a nice woman, which was 
probably a good sign for the school as a whole. Usually, talks with principals of a new school 
felt suffocating and they tend to ask a lot of personal questions. But Mrs Gruber seemed 
really nice. In fact, the entire call was pretty much only spent with her telling him things he 
needed to know, not asking anything of him. Wilbur appreciated that. 


Leaning back in his chair, Wilbur took some deep breaths and forced his body to relax. He 
gave himself a few moments to gather all his swirling thoughts and emotions. There were 


roughly ten minutes left until his first class started and he wanted to be ready by then. 
Making a bad impression on the first day was never a good way to start a new school, even if 
it was online. 


After about two minutes, Wilbur sat back up again and started to gather everything he could 
need. His first period was math, of all things. That was good on the one hand, because he 
already had his book for it, but also bad, because, well... it was math. 


The call came in exactly the moment the class was about to start. After takin one last deep 
breath and looking down on his hands, just to make sure he wasn’t invisible, Wilbur accepted 
the call. 


His screen opened to a video-call with a few different people in it already, none of which 
looked like they were the teacher. There were people of all different kinds of races. There 
were a few human-looking ones, though they might not all be human. They might just as well 
also be Shulker or half-Hybrids with less prominent features. There were also some Feline, 
Avians, or Elytrians since that was the age where they usually first grow their flight feathers, 
and other Hybrids. There were even two Inchling, which was rare. They tend to live in 
separate communities since the rest of the world was not built for their size and could get 
quite dangerous. 


However, the most surprising one was a girl that looked to be a Merling, which shouldn’t be 
possible since she was clearly on land without any problems. From what Wilbur knew, 
Merlings usually live in underwater cities near the cost, since they are unable to breath air. 
But this one didn’t seem bothered by it. Only her hair appeared to be slightly wet. 


While there were all kinds of different people, they also were in different surroundings. Most 
were in either some kind of bedroom or office, probably just at their home. Two Feline, who 
clearly looked like twins, sat together in one screen. Wilbur could also spot a snowstorm in 
the window behind one girl, while someone else looked like they are sitting near a beach. 
One of the Inchling appeared to be in a normal-sized house, since their room appeared huge 
in comparison to them, and a Bee-Hybrid was sitting in a flower field. There were also two 
people lying down, one of them clearly in a hospital bed. 


Wilbur felt awkward. The whole call was silent, nobody was talking. Well, at least everyone 
was muted. Some of them were clearly talking, probably on a separate call with their friends. 
Meanwhile, Wilbur was just sitting there, doing nothing. 


There were also a few that looked curiously at their screens and it wasn’t hard to guess what 
they were staring at. They probably didn’t even know they would get a new classmate and 
suddenly there was someone they didn’t know, joining their call. It was bound to bring up 
some curiosity. 


Wilbur took a quick look at the small rectangle that showed his own image. He looked even 
paler there than he usually was and he wasn’t sure if he was actually paler due to nerves or if 
it was just the camera. The sight of it made Wilbur nauseous and he did his best to just ignore 
it. 


The teacher finally joined a few moments later. According to the timetable Wilbur got, his 
name was Mr Smith. He appeared to be an older Feline with a bushy, grey beard, and a frown 
on his face. 


“Alright, good morning, class,” he said with an enthusiasm in his voice that did not match his 
grumpy exterior. “Before we get back to where we left of last week, I have a small 
announcement. As you might have noticed, we have a new student. His name is Wilbur Soot, 
he’ll be joining our class for the rest of the year. Wilbur, if you have any questions feel free to 
ask. Otherwise just try to work along.” 


Wilbur tried not to flinch at the use of his last name. Even though it was his legal name, he 
never really liked it. It was the only thing left that ties him to his biological parents. 


Wilbur quickly reminded himself that the rest of the class could all see him and were 
probably all looking at him right now. He put on a small smile and nodded, hoping that the 
teacher didn’t want him to say anything. 


Mr Smith seemed to be satisfied with that and started teaching his class with an energy that 
did once again not match his look. 


Luckily, once the class had started, the display changed so Wilbur could only see the teacher 
and the small video of himself. Him not able to see any other students most likely meant they 
weren’t able to see him as well, only the teacher probably could. He felt relieved at that. The 
idea of everyone being constantly able to watch him without him even noticing made his skin 
crawl. 


Wilbur tried the whole lesson to work along as well as he could. That said, he did not really 
understand anything. He had missed too many lessons to understand the topic the rest of the 
class had been studying for weeks. And while Wilbur tried to understand it, he mostly just sat 
there and took notes on things he had no glue if they were even important. Despite that, 
Wilbur did not ask any questions like Mr Smith had suggested, not wanting to draw any 
attention to himself. 


Once the class was finally over and the call had ended, Wilbur let out an exhausted sigh. He 
was frustrated at himself for not understanding anything, despite that being expected after 
missing nearly two months. Especially in math. But Wilbur had always been a good student 
and still wanted to keep his grades up in order to get into a good collage. Even though he 
knew he had time to catch up, he still felt like he failed. 


Wilbur also noticed that he had gotten a few massages from his classmates. Most of them 
were probably asking who he was or why he changed schools. Wilbur debated answering 
them right now, but quickly dismissed the thought. He didn’t really find the energy to do so 
right now, and he had his next class in only a few minutes. 


However, if he wanted to make any connections to other students in this school, he should 
probably answer them rather sooner than later. If he didn’t try to connect to others, they will 
probably assume he wants to be left alone and do so. Trying to make some friends wouldn’t 
be that bad. 


Of course, Wilbur had had friends before, but he never managed to stay connected once he 
moved to the next house. Since he knew his friendships wouldn’t last, he tried not to get too 
close to people, just so it would hurt less once he inevitably moved on. And even though 
Wilbur always told himself he didn’t need anybody, he couldn’t really deny that he was 
lonely. 


However, now he had a phone to connect to other people. Even if it was taken away, he could 
memorise their numbers and contact them once he managed to get one again. 


The only real question was if he was still able to make friends. He had been good at it when 
he was younger. People tended to like him. But it got increasingly harder once he got older 
and didn’t want to open up to others. He started lying and made up a happy life he was living, 
just so they wouldn’t pity him. It always backfired and they eventually found out. 


There was no reason anything would be different now. Especially since he had no intentions 
to tell anyone that he was a Phantom. The only difference was that thew would be talking 
over the phone and not face to face, which made lying a lot easier. 


Wilbur decided to just ignore that problem for now and focus on his classes instead. 


The rest of his lessons went on quite similar to the first on. Some of the teachers quickly 
introduced him to the class, never mentioning anything but his name, and some didn’t even 
do that and just started teaching. 


Wilbur kept getting more massages as the day went on but decided to ignore them as well. He 
told himself he would answer them at least before he went to sleep that day, not really sure if 
he will stay true to his word. 


When noon finally came around, Wilbur felt exhausted. While he could keep up better in 
most classes compared to math, concentrating for that long was exhausting and Wilbur 
wasn’t used to it anymore after a four-month break. He also constantly felt like he was being 
watched. Knowing that the teachers could always see him and he wouldn’t even know if they 
were looking in his direction unnerved him and he was constantly on edge. 


At noon, he had one hour break before he had his final class for the day. Phil, whom Wilbur 
had heard walking down some time earlier, apparently knew that, because only a few minutes 
after the breaks started, he called from downstairs that lunch was ready. 


Wilbur hesitated. While he was extremely hungry, he wasn’t sure if Techno would eat lunch 
as well and Wilbur sure as hell won’t go downstairs alone. 


Luckily, after a few moments of intense listening, he could hear Techno opening his door and 
going downstairs. If he hadn’t listened so intently, Wilbur might have missed the noise. 
Despite his strong built, Techno always managed to move with barely making any sound. 


Letting out a relieved breath, Wilbur followed the other downstairs. He arrived to an already 
fully set table and a pot with some type of casserole on it. So luckily, there were no knives on 
the table. 


They ate in relative silence. Phil asked Wilbur how school was, to which Wilbur replied that 
it was okay. That was pretty much all Wilbur said during lunch. 


Once everyone had finished eating, Wilbur made his way back upstairs as quick as possible, 
not sure how long Techno would stay. 


Wilbur still had twenty minutes until his last class. He entertained the idea of taking a quick 
nap, but dismissed it shortly after, too worried about waking up too late and missing his class. 
Instead, he just spent his time sorting through all the notes he had taken during his previous 
classes, trying to keep them somewhat organised. 


He wondered who the student would be that the principal had said would help him. If she 
didn’t call, he would have to check all of his massages to see who it was. He wasn’t really 
sure what he preferred. 


But that was a problem for later. For now, he could just focus on his last class. 
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The last class went by without anything special happening. Wilbur just sat there and listened 
to the teacher without saying anything. 


Overall having classes online felt strange. He had expected that it will mostly just be the 
teachers talking without much student-participation. However, in many classes that was not 
the case. Many of the teaches asked a lot of questions, which the students answered. 


It really was quite similar to a regular school, except that he could not see the other students 
as long as they were not talking. If someone unmuted themself to answer a question or ask 
one on their own, their face would pop up on the screen. Otherwise only the teacher was 
visible. 


Once it was finally over, Wilbur wasn’t sure what to do next. The principal had said that the 
other student would contact him, but he wasn’t really sure when that will be and if she will 
massage or call him. 


Wilbur decided he will wait for another hour before he checked his massages. By now he had 
quite a few from other students who were probably curious about their new classmate. The 
school’s website made it really easy to contact another student as long as you knew their 
name or opened their contact while on a call together. 


In the end he didn’t even have to wait for an hour. He received a call about fifteen minutes 
after his last class had ended. The contact information just said ‘Niki’. 


Even though he was expecting the call, Wilbur immediately tensed up. He did not feel 
prepared at all to talk to someone else directly. Even though they were here to help him, they 
will surely have some questions and Wilbur was not sure if he wanted to answer any of them. 
And there was also the possibility that whoever was calling wasn’t the student the principal 
had talked about but just someone else who wanted to know more about him and simply 
decided to call. 


After taking one deep breath, Wilbur finally accepted the call. The screen loaded for what felt 
like an eternity before if finally showed an image. 


On the other side of the call sat the Merling-girl Wilbur had seen in a lot of his lessons. She 
was still in the same room she had been in during classes, with her pink hair slightly damp. It 
looked quite similar to Techno’s hair, only that hers was shorter. Partly hidden by her hair, 
Wilbur could see pink scales running along the side of her face and wide, fin-like ears were 
poking out between the strands. 


Wilbur still wasn’t really sure how she could be on land without any problems. She looked 
like every other Merling Wilbur had ever seen, which were none in real life since he had 
never been to the sea, but he had seen some on TV. 


“Hey,” the girl finally said, after a long moment of them just staring at each other. “You are 
Wilbur, right? My name is Niki. Mrs Gruber contacted me and said you would need help to 
catch up on everything you missed.” She had a kind voice and Wilbur could hear a slight 
German accent in it. 


It took Wilbur a few awkward seconds to find his voice again. “Hi. Uhh... It’s nice to meet 
you.” He cringed inwardly at how nervous he sounded. 


Niki didn’t seem to mind in the slightest and just smiled at him. “I’m happy to meet you as 
well. I really hope I can help you. I have done this before, but it’s been a while since then, so 
I hope I didn’t forget how to teach. For how long have you not been to school? The principal 
unfortunately only told me that you need some help catching up, but not how much you 
actually missed.” 


“T haven’t been to school since summer break,” Wilbur admitted honestly. “Though I might 
also miss some stuff from last year. The school I’ve been at had been really shit.” 


The last school he had been at was probably the worst one he had ever attended, and he had 
been to a lot of different schools. Most of the teachers were really unfriendly and did not give 
a single shit about the student’s education. And the many loud and uncontrollable students 
didn’t help that matter either. That, plus a lot of stress from his foster-parents at the time, 
made it really hard to learn anything. 


“Okay, that’s totally fine,” Niki just continued. “How about we just start with what we 
learned at the beginning of this school year and if you have any trouble we go further back. Is 
that okay with you?” 


Wilbur nodded his head in agreement. “Yeah, that’s fine.” 


There were a few moments of silence between them before Niki finally spoke up again, this 
time a lot more hesitant. “Sorry if this is a too personal question. Your really don’t have to 
answer if you don’t want to. I’m just really curious. Do you want to tell me the reason why 
you missed nearly two months of school.” The moment the words came out, she immediately 
seemed to regret them and apologized before Wilbur could even get a single word out, 
“Sorry, my mother always used to say I’m too curious for my own good. You don’t have to 
give me an answer.” 


Wilbur hesitated. ‘I’ve been murdered by my foster-father and turned into a Phantom’ did not 
sound like a good response to anything. He also didn’t really want her to know that. 


However, not giving an answer at all would probably only reis suspicion, despite her 
reassurance that he didn’t have to. 


“It’s due to a medical reason,” he finally settles on, which is technically only partly a lie. 
“That’s also why I’m no longer able to attend a regular school.” 


“Oh, okay. That’s understandable,” Niki answered, not pressing the matter any further. 


There were a few moments of silence. Wilbur had a question at the tip of his tongue, but he 
wasn’t really sure if it would be rude to ask it. However, his own curiosity got the better of 
him. “Do you mind if I ask you something as well?” 


“Sure,” Niki replied. “It’s only fair that you ask a question in return.” 
“Sorry if this sounds rude. You are a Merling, right?” 
Niki nodded. 


“T always thought Merlings weren’t able to breath air,” Wilbur continued. “How can you be 
on land for this long without any problems?” 


“Yeah, understandable that you would ask that. I’m actually only half Merling. My mother 
was a Merling, my father is fully human. If something like this happens, the child usually 
takes only after one parent and is either a full Merling or whatever race the other parent is. 
But in rare cases it mixes, which happened with me. It’s kind of fucked up. I can breathe in 
water, but I need to get some air every now and then or my lungs get damaged. And while I 
don’t have any trouble breathing air, I need to get into water every few hours or my skin will 


dry up.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” Wilbur apologized, not sure for what exactly. Her situation really sounded 
horrible. She couldn’t live fully in either world. 


“Tt’s fine,” Niki reassured. “This is also the reason why I don’t go to a regular school. I grew 
up with my mother near the coast of Germany. But she passed away when I was twelve and I 
had to move in with my dad, since I didn’t have any other living relatives. I actually went to a 
normal school when I first came here. They even set up a small bath for me to get into 
between lessons. The school itself wasn’t really a problem, but children at that age are cruel. 
You can probably imagine how constantly being wet made me the perfect target for bullies.” 


Wilbur could imagine that very well. He had his fair share of experiences with bullies. 
Usually being the new kid was reason enough to be a target, being in the system didn’t help 
very much. Wilbur fully believed that it would have been even worse for Niki, who was not 
only the new kid but also the only Merling and therefore constantly wet. 


“So, I decided to change to this school,” Niki continued. “And it was probably the best 
decision I could have made. This school is really great. And before you ask, no, nobody made 
me say this, I truly belief it is true. There are so many people with all kinds of different 
stories and pasts, I have made some great friends here. I even got more confident and manged 
to make some friends in the town where I live as well.” 


Niki said all of this with a smile on her face and Wilbur fully believed that she truly meant it. 
Maybe this school actually could turn out as something good for once. 


“And now you just take a bath every few hours?” Wilbur asked out of curiosity. 


Niki didn’t seem to mind talking about that topic. Quite the opposite actually, she seemed 
eager to share more and talked like a waterfall. “Yeah. It has been quite annoying at first, but 
I got used to it. It’s really not that different from swimming up to the surface once a day to 
breath air for an hour or so. I don’t even have to be in water for that long, just more often. 
The doctors have said five minutes every three hours would be enough. I usually go in more 
often than that on my own. And I don’t even have to go to the bathroom or outside. Look!” 


With those words, Niki reached for her camera and turned it to the side, so Wilbur would be 
able to see her entire room. While half of her bedroom looked like any other normal 
bedroom, the other half opened up to an indoor pool. And it was not just a pool, it looked like 
a full-on aquarium. It was illuminated from below and while it was hard to see from the 
angle, Wilbur was pretty sure he spotted some fish swimming in it. 


“That is amazing,” Wilbur said. 


“T know, right? My dad built it when I first came here. And I even live right next to a small 
lake. If I want to, I can just go outside and go swimming there. There are often lots of people 
there in the summer and I met most of my friends there.” Niki talked with such enthusiasm, 
just listening to her was fascinating. 


“What about you?” Niki asked after a few moments of silence. And after seeing Wilbur’s 
confused look, she added, “What race are you? If you don’t mind me asking.” 


“T’m human,” Wilbur immediately replied before he had even a second to think about it. He 
wasn’t really sure if it was just out of habit or if he had been that prepared to lie to her. 
However, the moment he said those words, he realised his mistake. Niki has surely noticed 
his sharp teeth, or at least his pointy ears by now. He would not pass as fully human, so he 
quickly corrected, “Well, I’m mostly human at least. My mother was part Feline and I 
inherited some of her trades, but mostly biologically and legally, I’m a Human.” 


Wilbur’s whole body was tense. He was sure that she would see through his lies and call him 
out on them, that she already knew that he was a Phantom. 


But Niki just nodded, accepting Wilbur’s words as truth. Some of the tension eased out of 
Wilbur’s shoulders. It was understandable that she wouldn’t assume that he was a Phantom. 
Most people wouldn’t even think about that. Phantoms were so rare, that most people went 
their entire life without even meeting one. 


“Okay than,” Niki simply continued, not noticing any of Wilbur’s inner tumult. “If it’s alright 
with you, we should probably start studying if we want to get anything done today. I have to 
be somewhere later, but for now I have time. It would probably be best if we set fixed times 
to study. When do you have time during the week?” 


“I’m pretty much always free as long as I don’t have classes,” Wilbur answered honestly. It 
was not like he had anything else to do or somewhere to be. He couldn’t even leave the house 
before the sun set, so where should he go? 


“How about I send you my timetable and you set the times that fit best for you?” Wilbur 
suggested. It was only fair. Niki was already using her free time to help Wilbur out. She 
should at least be able to choose when to do it. 


“Yeah, that’s fine. I'll look over it. [Il call you again tomorrow afternoon and we can discuss 
it further than. Is that alright with you?” 


Wilbur nodded. 


“Good, then I’ II do that,” Niki continued. “For today, let’s just look over everything that you 
missed the last two months so I can see where you’re at. Then I can make a plan so we can do 
this the most efficient.” 


That was what they did for the next two hour. Mostly it was just Niki giving a rough 
overview about what they had learned and Wilbur telling her what he already knew and 
where he had no idea what she was talking about. Niki worked quite efficient and they got a 
lot done within the two hours, but by the end of it, they still had a few subjects left to go 
through. They decided to just save them for ne next day. 


Overall, Niki was really kind and fun to work with. Wilbur was really glad she was the one 
helping him. Their conversation often drifted from learning to other topics and Wilbur 
realised that he really enjoyed talking to her. It was relaxing. Wilbur wasn’t sure if it was 
because of Niki herself or simply because they were talking over the phone and not in person, 
but he wasn’t constantly on guard like he was when talking to anybody else. 


Niki also never asked any personally questions. There conversations were mostly just her 
telling stories about different teachers. She told him which teachers were more easy going 
and which better not to anger. Or she just told him about funny things that had happened 
during classes. Wilbur found himself easily talking along with her, none of the nerves or fear 
that usually accompanied a conversation present. 


The time went by far too fast for Wilbur’s liking and it wasn’t long before Niki had to end the 
call, promising that she would call again the next day. 


After Niki had hung up, Wilbur wasn’t really sure what to do. There were still a few hours 
left until it was time for dinner. 


He shortly entertained the thought of studying some more, just so he would be doing 
something useful. But he quickly dismissed that thought again. He had nearly spent the entire 
day so far studying, he could take a break for once. 


Instead, he spent his time scrolling trough his phone, waiting until Phil would call for dinner. 


That night, Wilbur found himself on the house’s patio, looking out into the backyard. There 
was no particular reason for him to be there, he just needed some fresh air. After waking up 
from yet another nightmare, being in any closed room felt too suffocating. Being under the 
open sky was truly freeing in comparison. 


The backyard was quite nice. Wilbur had so far only seen it through the glass door in the 
living room, leading outside, but it looked better up close. There were some planted flowers 
while others just grew wild throughout the lawn. In the middle of the yard stood a tall tree 
which probably spent a nice shade during summer, not that Wilbur would ever make use of 
that. But overall, it was a nice backyard, fitting to the cosy hose. 


It was close to midnight and the nearly full moon stood high in the sky, bathing the world in a 
pale light. Wilbur could even make out some of the star constellations he knew, shining high 
above him. 


The others were probably already fast asleep, or at least in their own rooms. Reasonable for 
the hour. Wilbur didn’t stay long downstairs after dinner and he hadn’t heard much from the 
others since then. Mostly he could just hear them walking to their respectable rooms and 
staying in there. 


A part of Wilbur wished he could do the same, could just stay in his room in the middle of 
the night like he was supposed to. But after waking up from a nightmare, drenched in sweat 
and hardly getting any air in his lungs, he had to check if his door was unlocked. He had to 
make sure he could leave if he wanted to. And once the door was open, the temptation of 
going outside, just to make sure he could do so, was too great. 


Wilbur didn’t know for how long he stood there or what time it was when he suddenly heard 
the door open behind him. He immediately tensed up and turned around, only to see Techno 
walking through the door hesitantly. Wilbur relaxed slightly at that. 


“Sorry, I didn’t want to disturb you. I just wondered what you did out here this late,” Techno 
said with uncertainty in his voice. “I can leave you alone if you want to.” 


“No, it’s fine,” Wilbur replied, turning back to face the garden again. 


Techno walked up next to him, resting his arms on the patio railing. “So, what brings you out 
here in the middle of the night? If you don’t mind me asking.” 


“T just needed some fresh air, to be out in the open,” Wilbur answered honestly. 
“Understandable.” 


After that, neither of them said anything for some time. Both just looked up into the night- 
sky, admiring the stars. 


“You weren’t really sick today, were you?” Wilbur finally asked before he could think better 
of it. He had had his suspicions, seeing Techno during lunch and dinner, not looking the 
slightest bit sick. But he needed to know for sure. 


“No, I wasn’t,” Techno replied with a small smile on his face, not even trying to deny it. “I’ve 
never been a really good actor, but Phil somehow always believes me.” 


“Why did you stay at home, then?” 


Techno hesitated at that, looking at Wilbur for a moment before turning his gaze back to the 
stars. “I didn’t want to let you alone with Phil,” he finally admitted with a small sigh. 


“Why?” Wilbur asked, dread filling his stomach. The answer to this question might just 
confirm all his suspicions about Phil. 


Techno seemed to sense his worries. “No. No, don’t get this wrong. Phil won’t harm you in 
any way, even if you two were completely alone. But Phil also told me what happened 
Sunday morning and you probably wouldn’t have relaxed for a single moment if you were 
alone in the house with him. I wanted you to at least be able to focus properly on you first 
day of a new school, I know how stressful they can be.” 


“Oh... Thanks,” Wilbur answered hesitantly, not really sure what to think of that. So, after a 
few seconds, he added, “I don’t really understand you?” 


Techno turned towards Wilbur, looking confused. “What do you mean?” 


“J...” Wilbur started, not really sure how to phrase it. “I don’t understand this whole 
situation. You say that you trust Phil, that he won’t hurt any of us. But you also move without 
making a single sound and always skip the squeaking stairs, like being too loud will get you 
in trouble. I don’t know what to make of this.” 


Techno looked at him for a few second, perplexed. Then he shook his head. “No. Oh God, no. 
That’s... sorry if I gave any mixed signals. I really do believe what I told you. Phil won’t hurt 
you or deny you food or any of these things.” 


There was a pause, but Techno clearly wanted to say something else. Wilbur waited patiently. 


After a few moments, Techno continued, “I’ve just... I’ve been in the foster system myself 
for quite a while and it’s hard to break old habits. I’ve gotten so used to moving quietly 
growing up that that’s just how I normally move by now. Phil really won’t punish you for 
being too loud. I mean, take a look at Tommy. The gremlin doesn’t shut up for a second and 
Phil doesn’t mind it. Honestly, I didn’t even really notice I’m still skipping the squeaking 
stairs until you pointed it out. I just do it out of habit, not because I need to.” 


“Oh,” was all Wilbur gave as a reply, not sure what else to say. He couldn’t really see a 
reason why Techno would lie about this. But at the same time, he didn’t dare to hope that it 
was true. Because even if it was, even if this was actually a good house, things always turned 
out to be temporary in Wilbur’s live. This house was temporary, and so was this family, 
weather it was good or not. Wilbur just wanted to spare himself the disappointment once it 
inevitably ended. 


“T fully understand that you probably won’t believe me right away, and that’s fine,” Techno 
said, not minding Wilbur’s lack of response. “I probably wouldn’t believe you either if our 


roles were reversed. But for what it’s worth, I can tell you that Phil really is a nice guy. Hell, I 
even hit him once and all he did was hug me until I calmed down.” 


“You... What?” Wilbur asked incredulous. That did just not sound like something that would 
happen. No matter how old Techno was back then, why would any parent not punish a child 
for hitting them? 


“Yeah, I did,” Techno said. He looked embarrassed and turned his head back up to the stars. 
“T had had a lot of issues and bottled-up emotions when I first came here, and I mostly 
expressed them through anger. I got into a lot of trouble at school. I don’t really remember 
why it happened, but one day I just lashed out at Phil and hit him. Not even on accident or so, 
I hit him square in the face with my fist. 


“T immediately had a panic attack after that. I fully believed that that would finally bring him 
to snap. But for some reason, Phil didn’t even seem angry. He just held me close and 
reassured me that everything would be fine until I calmed down again. I think that was the 
moment I finally realised that Phil was different from everything else.” He said the last part 
with a fond smile on his face, no trace of the prior embarrassment. 


Wilbur didn’t know what to say. Techno didn’t seem like he was lying, but the whole story 
still didn’t sound real. 


After a few moments of silence, with Wilbur thinking about everything he had just heard, 
Techno spoke up again, asking, “Will you be fine if I go back to school tomorrow?” 


Wilbur stilled. 


“T... I don’t know,” he answered, truthfully. He knew that he most likely won’t be calm or 
relaxed for a single moment and won’t really be able to focus on school much. But at the 
same time, he couldn’t just keep Techno away from school forever. “I think I can try.” 


“Okay, then let’s just try it tomorrow and see how it goes.” 
“Thanks,” Wilbur said, hating how weak his voice sounded. 


“Why are you doing this? Why are you so kind to me?” Wilbur then asked. It might sound 
strange, but at this point Wilbur didn’t really care anymore, he just wanted answers. 


Techno let out a sigh. “Because I can. I always wanted someone to do these things for me 
when I was in your situation, so it’s only logical I do them now that I can.” 


Wilbur didn’t say anything to that. He didn’t feel like he needed to. The understanding nod he 
gave in return was enough of an answer. Because Wilbur understood Techno. He too, always 
wanted someone to help him and would do the same if he ever could. There were no words 
needed to convey this. 


After some time of silence, Techno started rubbing his hands together. Wilbur looked over to 
see the other slightly shivering. 


“Aren’t you cold out here?” Techno finally asked. “It’s freezing and you don’t even wear 
socks.” 


Wilbur looked down on his own bare feet, and then over to Techno’s, which had woolly socks 
over them. “Not really. I don’t feel the cold all that much,” he admitted. 


“Well, ’m going to head back inside. My body isn’t really built for the cold,” Techno said, 
turning back towards the door. “You should probably get some sleep as well. Good night.” 


“Good night,” was all Wilbur brought out before Techno disappeared through the door, 
leaving Wilbur alone under the stars, with a warm feeling inside his chest. 
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When Wilbur woke up in the morning, Techno’s words from their talk in the middle of the 
night still swirled through his head. He wasn’t quite sure what to make of them. 


Part of him wanted to believe them, wanted to think that they were true. He couldn’t see any 
reason why Techno would lie. And would it really be so hard to believe that finally 
something good had happened to him, that he finally landed in a kind family? 


But then there was the other part of him. The part that screamed at him that it was all just one 
big lie. That nothing of what Techno had said was true and it was just a trick to get Wilbur to 
trust him for whatever reason he might have. 


Wilbur wanted to just shut that part of himself off. To ignore all of the bad thoughts and 
pretend everything was fine. He wanted to be naive again, like he had been when he was still 
younger. When he was still untouched by the cruelty of the world. When he still believed that 
one day, he will find a family he could belong to and could live a happy life with. 


He wanted to go back to when live had been a lot simpler. Even though he would always end 
up getting hurt, he at least still had hope back then. Hope, that he used to desperately hang on 
to, that had long since died. 


Wilbur hated what this cruel world had made him into. He hated that he wasn’t able to trust 
or hope anymore. He hated that he had nothing to live for, and yet, for some reason, stayed 
alive. 


Maybe this was all just one big joke and the universe found some sick form of pleasure form 
seeing him suffer. Maybe the constant downward spiral he called his life was just there as 
entertainment for others. 


Maybe he was actually going insane now. 


Wilbur’s thoughts came to a sudden stop when he heard Tommy run past his door, through 
the hallway and down the stairs. 


Right, maybe he shouldn’t start his day with whatever this train of thoughts had been. There 
were other, more important matters at hand. Namely, the fact that today he would actually be 


alone with Phil. Techno won’t stay at home today, so Wilbur will truly be alone with Phil in 
the house. 


Dread filled his entire body. He didn’t want to get up and face that reality. It would be 
preferable if he could just stay in bed all day, pretend that he wasn’t here and hope that Phil 
would leave him alone. 


But there wasn’t much use in putting of the inevitable. Wilbur had classes later, and he 
wanted to get some breakfast before Techno and Tommy would leave. So, he gathered the 
energy to get up and dressed. 


When Wilbur finally went downstairs, he arrived to pretty much the same picture as the 
previous day. Techno was still half-asleep sipping at his coffee, while Tommy talked 
everyone’s ears off. They all greeted him, before turning back to their breakfast. 


Wilbur didn’t say anything during the entire breakfast and once it was over, he made his way 
back upstairs as quickly as possible. Even with Techno and Tommy right next to them, Phil’s 
presence made him anxious. Mostly because he couldn’t stop thinking about everything that 
could happen once they were alone. 


At one point, he heard the front door open and close again, followed by a car driving off. 
Wilbur felt like he couldn’t breathe. He focused on every sound he could hear from 
downstairs. Every step that could indicate Phil was coming upstairs. 


A few minutes passed like that, with Wilbur standing unmoving in the middle of his room, 
staring at his closed door like it could open any second. At one point, his body changed from 
holding his breath to breathing way too fast, which made him even more anxious. He felt like 
he had barely enough oxygen to stay conscious, but his mind was too occupied to focus on 
breathing properly. 


Wilbur didn’t know how much time had passed when the noise from downstairs suddenly 
changed and Phil made his way up. Wilbur held his breath again, not daring to make any 
sound. He could hear every one of Phil’s steps. Could hear the squeaking of the stairs and the 
rustling of Phil’s wings like in some kind of horror movie. 


All of Wilbur’s hearing was focused on Phil, but his vision slowly changed. He could no 
longer see his closed door in front of him. All he could see were grey concrete walls and a 
bloodied knife in a strong hand. Deep down, he knew that it wasn’t real, that the man who 
this hand belonged to was locked up in prison and the concrete basement was far away in 
another city, where Wilbur would never have to see it again. It still looked far too real for 
Wilbur’s liking. 


He couldn’t move, couldn’t even breath out of fear of making any sound and drawing 
attention to himself. 


The steps reached the top of the stairs and came closer. 


Wilbur was pretty sure he was about to pass out from lack of oxygen. His whole body felt 
like it was on fire and the scar in the middle of his chest, from where the bullet had hit him, 


burned like it had opened up again, despite having long since healed. 


Then, suddenly, the steps took a turn and Wilbur could hear a door open and close again, the 
house turning silent once more. Phil was in his office. 


At once, Wilbur was back in reality, could finally see his still closed door again, instead of 
grey walls. His shaking legs were no longer able to support his body and he fell to the floor. 


That was where he staid. He was leaning against his bedframe, finally taking in some 
desperately needed breaths and trying to stop his limbs from shaking. It took some time until 
he finally succeeded and managed to calm somewhat down. He was still shaken from the 
whole experience, but at least he managed to form some coherent thoughts again. 


Wilbur didn’t know how much time had passed until he finally stood up and started his laptop 
to get ready for school. With horror, he realised that he had only two minutes left until his 
first class started. 


Fuck. He didn’t want to be late, even if he didn’t feel ready for school at all. 


As quickly as possible, he set everything he needed up and prepared himself mentally as best 
as he could. He used his phone camara to check how he looked. It wasn’t good. He looked 
utterly exhausted and like he hadn’t slept in days, which he certainly felt like. He debated 
going to the bathroom to splash some cold water on his face, but quickly dismissed that 
thought again, not wanting to leave his room. Instead, he just opted to comb through his hair 
with his fingers, to at least manage that wild mess as best as he could. 


He took one last deep breath before joining the call when it came in. 


Overall, school was quite similar to the previous day. The teachers mostly just introduced 
him to the class and then went on with their lessons. 


However, Wilbur was hardly able to focus on everything the teachers said. He was constantly 
listening with one ear to every noise that might come from outside his door, to every 
indication that Phil might come towards him. He was barely able to focus on anything that 
happened during his classes. 


At one point, Phil went downstairs and Wilbur was so focused on listening if he came back 
upstairs that he didn’t even notice when his class ended and he was the only one left in the 
call. 


Wilbur’s anxiety, which had calmed down a little during his classes, came back full force 
once noon came around. It meant it was time for lunch, and while Wilbur was hungry, he sure 
as hell won’t go downstairs. 


It was shortly after his last lesson for the morning had ended when Wilbur suddenly heard 
Phil walk back upstairs again. He immediately tensed up again, desperately trying to not have 
another full-blown panic attack. 


This time, Phil didn’t take a turn into his office. Instead, he made his way further down the 
corridor, towards Wilbur’s door. He stopped right in front of it. 


Wilbur felt like he couldn’t breathe again. He flinched when there was a sudden knock on the 
door, nearly falling out of his chair. 


“Hey, mate,” came Phil’s voice from the other side. “Lunch is ready. Do you want to come 
downstairs?” 


He didn’t open the door, Wilbur distantly noted. 


It took some time for Wilbur to finally respond. Definitely too long for it to be considered 
normal. “I... I’m not hungry,” he finally managed to say, not even caring about how his voice 
cracked. His heart felt like it was about to jump out of his chest. He wanted to throw up. 


He was sure that at any moment now, Phil would just open the door and march into the room. 
He would get angry at Wilbur, for refusing to eat lunch with him, and demand he would come 
downstairs. Or he would say that if Wilbur didn’t want to eat with him, he won’t get any food 
at all for the rest of the day. 


However, none of these things happened. All Phil said was, “Okay, that’s fine. You can come 
down at any time if you want to, or I can also bring you something up. Just tell me if you 
need anything.” 


And then Phil just turned around and walked back downstairs. He didn’t come in; he didn’t 
threaten Wilbur or shout at him. He did nothing at all. 


Wilbur didn’t really know how to feel about that. He spent pretty much his entire break 
watching the door and listening to Phil moving around downstairs. 


Niki called shortly after Wilbur’s last class had ended. He hesitated before answering the call. 
He still looked like a total mess and Niki will surely pick up on it. 


Just like Wilbur feared, one of her first words after the call had connected were, “Are you 
alright? You look really exhausted. If you want, we can study another time.” 


Wilbur immediately shook his head. “‘No, it’s fine. I’m just tired. But we can study now.” 


“Are you sure? You looked really distracted the few times I saw you at the beginning of some 
classes, especially in the morning.” 


Wilbur felt something warm in his chest at what sounded like genuine worry in her voice. It 
was good to know that someone seemed to care about his wellbeing. 


However, he still dismissed her worries easily, not wanting to explain that he had spent the 
entire day being scared that his foster father might come into his room and do God-knows- 
what. “No, really, I’m fine. I just didn’t sleep well last night, that’s all.” 


Niki still seemed sceptical, but she didn’t press any further. “Okay. But tell me if you need a 
break. And I know we technically don’t know each other much, but you can always talk to 
me if you have something on your mind.” 


“Thanks,” was all Wilbur gave as a response. He didn’t know how he deserved meeting 
someone as kind as Niki. Even if they have only talked to each other once before, she seemed 
like a genuinely kind and loving person, who cares deeply about others. Something that had 
only rarely been shown in Wilbur’s life before. 


“Okay,” Niki continued, “I’ve looked over you timetable and made a schedule. I hope you are 
alright with it.” 


After that, they started studying like the day before. Being in a call with Niki actually helped 
Wilbur to calm down a little. They joked with each other and just talked about random things, 
which provided a good distraction. 


At one point Phil came back upstairs and Wilbur froze up completely. He only let out a 
relived breath once he heard Phil closing the door of his office. If Niki noticed anything, she 
didn’t comment on it. 


Techno and Tommy came back when they were around an hour into their study session. 
Wilbur could hear the car stop in front of the house and the door opening, immediately 
followed by Tommy shouting through the entire house. Phil went downstairs to greet them 
and probably prepare them something to eat. 


Wilbur staid in his room, but he felt relive flooding through his body at their return. There 
was finally someone else in the house. He wasn’t alone with Phil anymore. 


Phil hadn’t done anything the entire day. He didn’t even bother Wilbur when he refused to 
come down for lunch. 


Wilbur felt relived at that, but at the same time it made him more anxious. It felt like Phil was 
a ticking timebomb and Wilbur didn’t know what it would take to set him off, for Phil to 
finally snap. If Phil had shown his true face from the beginning, Wilbur would at least know 
what to expect and how to act. Like this, he felt like a fish out of water. The smallest thing 
could set Phil off and Wilbur wouldn’t be prepared for it. 


There was also the possibility that what Techno had said was true and Phil actually was a 
good guy. But even if that was the case, it would just mean he will send Wilbur back once he 
realises how fucked up he actually is. 


The end results would be the same. Wilbur will get kicked out once he turned eighteen, either 
by Phil or by the system, and then he will be on his own. 


Niki ended their call about an hour later, since she still had to do her own homework. 


Wilbur didn’t know what to do once he was alone, but luckily, he didn’t have to worry about 
that for long. Only shortly after Niki had hung up, Wilbur could hear Tommy coming down 
from his room, followed by a loud knock on his door. 


“Hey Wilbur. Can I come in?” Tommy’s excited voice came from the other side. 


“Sure,” Wilbur replied, wondering what Tommy could want from him. Well, the boy was ten, 
so it probably wasn’t anything serious. 


Tommy didn’t waste any time and immediately opened the door. He made his way into the 
room and sat down on the bed, making himself comfortable there. Wilbur, who was still 
sitting on the chair by his desk, just watched. 


“So,” Tommy cut straight to the point, “why didn’t you tell me you can turn invisible and 
walk through walls?” 


Wilbur was taken aback by that and just looked at Tommy, confused. “What?” 


“Dad said you are a Phantom and that’s why you can’t be in the sun and why we have these 
fancy sheets on the windows. I did some research and the internet said that Phantoms can 
turn invisible, which is super poggers. So, can you turn invisible or did the internet lie to 
me?” 


Wilbur hesitated for a few moments, not really sure how to answer. “Well, I technically can, 
but I can’t really control it. I’ve done it a few times before, but it always was on accident.” 
Technically, it always was a panic reaction, but there was no need to get into detail. 


Tommy seemed to think about this for some time, furrowing his brows in concentration. 
Then, with a conviction only a ten-year-old could master, he declared, “Okay, then I’m going 
to teach you.” 


Wilbur just looked at him, slightly perplexed. “What do you meant you are going to teach 
me?” 


“Exactly what I said, big man. I am going to teach you how to turn invisible. Because that is 
just the coolest thing ever and you definitely should know how to do it. Just imagine all the 
pranks we could do.” 


“And how are you going to teach me? As far as I know, avians can’t turn invisible. How do 
you want to teach me something if you have no idea how it works?” Wilbur had the slight 
suspicion the boy hadn’t thought about this, at all. 


Tommy, however, didn’t seem to care and just shrugged. “I don’t know. But since I’m the 
best man ever, I’m going to figure it out.” 


“Okay,” Wilbur said hesitantly, deciding just to go with whatever the boy had in mind. While 
he wasn’t particularly confident this would work, he still wanted to actually learn how to 
control his new abilities and trying some more couldn’t hurt. 


“Come over here, we need to focus.” Tommy pated on the bad sheets in front of him. 


Wilbur complied and made his way from the desk to the bad, where he sat cross-legged in 
front of Tommy. “So, best man ever, how are you planning to do this?” 


Tommy just looked at him for some time, before exclaiming with an excited flap from his 
wings, “We are going to look up tutorials.” 


Wilbur had to keep himself from laughing at that. Of course this would be Tommie’s first 
course of action. 


There wasn’t actually much use in searching for tutorials. Wilbur had already spent hours 
trying to find some, without any success. There were too few Phantoms on the world, and all 
of them probably had some kind of trauma, since you weren’t just born a Phantom. None of 
them had bothered to make a tutorial on how to turn invisible. 


However, Tommy did not look like he would take no for an answer, so Wilbur decided to just 
let him search for some time. Which the boy then proceeded to do for the next twenty 
minutes. 


At one point, Wilbur wondered if it was normal for a Phantom to not be able to control their 
own abilities. Did all new Phantoms have this problem at first? Or is Wilbur just defect and 
he should actually be able to do it from the moment he turned? There was really no way to 
know besides talking to other Phantoms, which Wilbur wasn’t able to do since he didn’t 
know any. So, he decided to just go with the first option for the peace of his mind. Being a 
Phantom was already bad enough, being a not functioning on would suck even more. 


“Ughh!” Wilbur suddenly got pulled out of his thoughts by Tommy letting himself fall 
dramatically on the blanket. “This sucks. Why can’t I find anything. How am I supposed to 
teach you something if I can’t figure out how it works?” 


Wilbur did not point out that that was exactly what he had said earlier. 


However, Tommy only wallowed in his frustration for a few seconds before sitting back up 
with newfound eagerness. “Okay, then we just have to figure it out on our own. Let me 
think.” 


Wilbur didn’t say anything and just watched as Tommy looked him up and down in deep 
concentration. 


After a few moments, he finally seemed to have found a solution. “Okay, you need to do 
exactly what I tell you to do.” 


Wilbur nodded. 

“Look to the door,” Tommy continued. 

Wilbur did so, though a little confused. 

“Now, imagine you are no longer sitting on the bad and instead are standing next to the door.” 


Wilbur looked back to Tommy, now fully confused. “Why would that help?” 


Tommy didn’t seem to understand Wilbur’s confusion. “That’s what Ranboo does if he tries 
to teleport,” he simply gave as an explanation. 


“Tommy, I’m trying to turn invisible, not to teleport. I’m pretty sure I’m not able to do that.” 


The boy just shrugged. “Yes, but turning invisible and teleporting is basically the same thing. 
Or at least it starts the same. Ranboo does not want to be in a certain place, so he teleports. 
You don’t want to be seen in a certain place, so you turn invisible. Now, do as I say. I’m the 
teacher here.” 


Wilbur shook his head with a small smile on his lips. He had the strong feeling that there 
would be no use in arguing with Tommy’s logic. So, instead, he dutifully turned his head 
back to the door and tried to imagine himself disappearing from where he was currently 
sitting. 


Nothing happened. 


Tommy’s patience lasted for all of two minutes before the silence got too boring for him. 
“Are you already focusing?” 


“Tam,” Wilbur replied. “But I don’t think it’s working. 


“Yeah, I can see that. Literally.” Tommy let himself once more fall dramatically back on the 
cushions. “Aw man. Why isn’t it working?” 


“T think I just need to try some more. Maybe I’ll figure it out at one point. And I probably 
should try while I don’t have an empty stomach. I read somewhere that turning invisible 
takes a lot of energy.” 


At that, Tommy’s attention snaped fully back to Wilbur and he sat up again. “So you are 
hungry?” 


Before Wilbur had the chance to say anything in return, he could hear his stomach rumble 
just on cue. Now that he was reminded of it, he realised how hungry he actually was. The 

only thing he had eaten today was breakfast. That, combined with how on edge he was for 
most of the day, was less then ideal. 


Tommy seemed to think so as well and jumped off the bed, dragging Wilbur with him. 
“Come on, we need to get some food. Of course it’s not working if you are hungry. I think 
Phil is already making dinner.” 


Tommy was right and only a few minutes later all four of them were sitting at the table, 
eating the delicious pizza-buns Phil had made. 


Wilbur had noticed his hunger before, but it didn’t fully hit him until he took the first bite. 
Phil didn’t seem to mind him eating so much. Quite the opposite, actually. Every time Wilbur 
even slightly hesitated before reaching for a new bun, Phil offered one to him. Wilbur took 
full advantage of this and ate as much as he could, trying to compensate for his lack of lunch. 


While they ate, Tommy proceeded to tell everyone about everything he had done during the 
day. “I am going to teach Wilbur how to turn invisible,” he declared proudly. 


Techno raised his brow at that. “And how are you planning to do that if you don’t even know 
how it works?” 


Tommy glared at him. “I'll just do it. Because I’m the best teacher ever and can do anything.” 
“Sure, if you say so. Did it work?” 


This time, Wilbur spoke up before Tommy had the chance to. “Nope. Not at all. Probably due 
to Tommy’s questionable teaching-skills.” 


“Hey!” Tommy exclaimed. “My teaching-skills are amazing. You just suck at turning 
invisible.” 


“Sure. That’s probably it,” Phil threw in, a fond smile on his lips. 


Wilbur felt himself relax a little. 
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Somehow, they built a routine. Wilbur would wake up, eat some breakfast, and then go up to 
his room to get ready for his classes. During the entire time while Techno and Tommy were 
at school, he would not leave his room for anything else then going to the toilet, and that also 
only after making sure Phil wasn’t anywhere nearby. 


Phil didn’t seem to mind and never once forced Wilbur to come out of his room. Every day, 
he would come up and ask if Wilbur wanted to come down for lunch, and every day Wilbur 
would claim he wasn’t hungry. Phil quickly picked up that that was a lie and instead started 
to bring some food up for Wilbur, claiming that he shouldn’t have to go without lunch. He 
even got a small stand to put the plate on, which he put next to Wilbur’s door so the food 
wouldn’t have to stand on the floor. Wilbur nearly cried when he first saw it. 


Things got a little better for Wilbur and he started to relax some more, even if Techno or 
Tommy weren’t around. After the first three days, he stopped getting a full-blown panic 
attack when Phil came even close to his door. He still tensed up every time and watched to 
door like a hawk, but it was better than before. 


Most of Wilbur’s days were spent in school, or, if he didn’t have any classes, in a call with 
Niki. The two of them had quickly become good friends. They often spent hours on the 
phone with each other talking about whatever they were currently thinking about. 


Niki even introduced Wilbur to some of her other friends, Eret, Fundy and Jack. The three 
were often in a call with them, even when Niki and Wilbur actually wanted to study. Wilbur 
immediately got along with them like they had known each other for their entire lives. 


“What do you think of this outfit?” Eret asked one afternoon. 


While Eret looked mostly human, they were actually a Starborne. If you looked close 
enough, you could see a slight purple shimmer to their skin. Tough the most noticeable future 
about them were their eyes. They were fully white, without any pupils in them. This was due 
to a rare genetic disfunction amongst Starborne, which left them fully blind, but instead able 
to sense energy. Eret had explained it once, but Wilbur didn’t fully understand it. 


At first it was really unnerving to see the fully blank eyes, but Wilbur quickly got used to it 
and found out that Eret was one of the most vibrant and lively people he had ever met. Niki 
first introduced the two because they shared a history class. Since Niki wasn’t very good in 
history, she called Eret to help out, which they gladly did. Their friendship developed fast 
after that. 


Right now, Eret was showing of a beautiful new outfit they got, like they did with pretty 
much every new outfit. It was a pristine white blouse with a wide, blue skirt that reached 
down to their ancles. 


“Don’t you already have a similar skirt? The one you showed us a couple days ago,” Fundy 
asked, looking up from where he was staring at his English-assignment in frustration, 
welcoming every distraction. 


Fundy was a Fox-Hybrid who also shared some classes with Wilbur. His parents travelled a 
lot around the country due to their job, and since Fundy has to move with them, it was easier 
for him to attend school online. 


“No, the other long skirts I have is a little shorter. And this one definitely feels softer,” Eret 
replied. They turned once more and the skirt twirled around them. It really looked quite 
stunning. 


“Doesn’t look bad. Though I think it’s a little boring. It’s just plain blue,” Jack added from 
Niki’s screen. 


The Blazeborn wasn’t in the same school as the others, but he was a close friend of Niki and 
therefore often over at her house. It was quite a fascinating friendship, since Jack wasn’t able 
to touch water while Niki practically lived in it. But they somehow made it work. 


“T’m sorry Jack, but I don’t think anyone wants fashion-advice from someone who thinks red 
and blue sunglasses look good,” Wilbur threw in. He was currently lying on his bad with his 
laptop beside him, snacking on a bag of chips Tommy had left in his room. “And I think the 
outfit looks amazing.” 


“Hey! My glasses are great.” 


“T agree with Wilbur!” Niki called from somewhere off-screen. “Your glasses are shit and 
Eret’s outfit is stunning.” 


Jack turned the camera slightly to reveal her drifting lazily in her pool. “Come on, you 
haven’t even seen their outfit.” 


“Yeah, but Eret has the best fashion-sense ever, so I know it looks good.” She stuck her 
tongue out at Jack, then dived back down. 


“You guys are not really helpful with finishing my essay,” Fundy interrupted. “Why did I 
even call you?” 


“You should write your essay about Eret’s fashion-sense,” Wilbur said without missing a 
beat. “I’m sure Mr Smith would like it.” 


“Oh no, Mr Smith can’t stand me. He would hate to read an essay about me,” Eret threw in. 
“I’m pretty sure Mr Smith hates everyone.” 
“Really?” Wilbur asked. “He didn’t seem that bad to me.” 


Fundy gave him a flabbergasted look. “Don’t say that. Mr Smith seems unassuming at first, 
but once you get to actually know him, he is horrible. Whatever you do, don’t anger him, or 
you can fight tooth and nail for the rest of the year to stop him from letting you fail. ’m 
pretty sure he only became a teacher to see students suffer.” 


“Ts he really that bad?” 


“Yes, he is!” Eret and Niki said in unison. Then, Niki added, “I have told you before how 
awful Mr Smith is.” 


Wilbur threw his hands up, glaring at the camera. “You told me, like, everything about every 
teacher within an hour while I didn’t even know their name. Do you really expect me to 
remember all of it?” 


“Aren’t you supposed to be the smart one?” Eret asked, sitting at the chair in front of their 
camera once more. 


“How am I supposed to be the smart one? We literally only know each other because Niki 
tutors me. If anyone, shouldn’t Niki be the smart one?” 


“No, Niki is the kind one,” Eret explained like it was the most logical thing ever. “I am the 
joyful one. Fundy is the nerdy one.” 


This earned them a loud “Hey!” from Fundy, which Eret simply ignored as they continued, 
“You sound smart, so I’ve decided that you will be the smart one of the group.” 


Wilbur’s heart skipped a beat at that. Eret had called them a group, and Wilbur was a full part 
of the group. Despite not even knowing the others for two weeks, they considered him a fix 
part of their group. 


Wilbur didn’t know what to say to that, so he just decided to ignore that part all together. 
“That literally doesn’t make any sense.” 


“No, no, it does,” Niki threw in. “Congratulation, Wilbur, you are now officially the smart 
one of our group.” 


Wilbur knew that this was a lost battle and there would really be no use in arguing. Once Niki 
and Eret had set their mind to something, it was set in stone. So, begrudgingly, he accepted 
his title as ‘The smart one’, despite thinking he was anything but. “Okay, fine. Then which 
one is Jack?” 


“The fashionable one, obviously,” Jack replied without hesitation. 


All five of them burst into laughter at that. 


When Wilbur wasn’t in a call with anyone, he either spent his time alone in his room or doing 
something with Techno and Tommy. Both of them had introduced Wilbur to all kinds of 
different video games. Wilbur mostly sucked at them, but he slowly got better with time. 


On the second Sunday after Wilbur had arrived, they had what Phil lovingly called “Family- 
bonding-time’. This turned out to be their weekly game of monopoly. They had skipped it the 
previous week because Phil wanted Wilbur to have some time to adjust and their game nights 
could apparently get pretty rough. 


Wilbur didn’t believe him at first, until they actually started playing and he felt like he was 
thrown into a war zone. 


Wilbur had been part of ‘Family-bonding-times’ in some houses before. Usually, it was just 
his foster parents wanting to learn more about him and spend time with him, so they forced 
him to play all kinds of different games, ranging from normal board games to at one house 
actually gambling for real money. This than lasted for a maximum of two month before the 
parents got bored of it. There had also been some houses with regularly scheduled bonding- 
times, but these were mostly due to the fact that otherwise no one would talk to each other. 


At first, Wilbur didn’t really understand what the Crafts would need bonding-time for. They 
all got along effortlessly and spent a lot of time with each other, even if they didn’t have to do 
so. He quickly realised that it was less of a bonding-time, and more everyone letting 
everything out on the others. Nobody held anything back, and Wilbur found himself easily 
going along with it. 


“T’m buying this property,” Wilbur declared loudly after moving his figure. 
“You fucker.” Techno glared at Wilbur. “You knew exactly I wanted that.” 


“Well, I landed on it first, so it’s mine now.” Wilbur took the money out of his neatly stacked 
piles and but it into the bank. “And how would you even buy it? You have no money.” 


“T would have gotten the money by the time I’ve reached it,” Techno grumbled, looking 
down at the two small banknotes he had lined up in front of him. 


“How? You have, like, three properties, and none of them are very expensive,” Tommy 
chimed in, beating his wings full of excitement. Everyone else already had a protective arm 
over their cards, so they wouldn’t be blown away, again. 


“It’s not my fault these dice suck and I constantly end up in jail.” 


“Sounds more like a skill issue to me, bitch,” Tommy said. 


“There is literally no skill involved in monopoly, whatsoever. It’s all pure luck.” Techno took 
the dice, threw them, and moved his figure, landing on one of Phil’s propertied. “Oh, come 
on!” 


“Well, mate, your pure luck just landed you on my property. Pay up.” Phil held his hand out. 
Techno begrudgingly handed him one of his banknotes. “This whole game is against me.” 


Joking with them was easy. Despite Phil sitting right there, Wilbur felt fully relaxed. He still 
watched Phil, just in case, but he didn’t think the man would do anything. Despite his dark 
wings looming behind him, Phil didn’t look like he could harm a fly. He just sat there and 
joked along with them, giving out just as much as he received, though with a lot less 
swearing. 


It amazed Wilbur. Phil didn’t act like he was above the others in any way. In all the other 
families Wilbur had been, the adults always acted like they were better than the children, just 
because they were older. 


Phil wasn’t anything like them. It really felt like he was an equal to them. On multiple 
occasions Wilbur had noticed that Phil fully respected Techno and Tommy’s opinions, even 
on topics where Wilbur was pretty sure most of his previous foster parents would have 
screamed at him if he talked against them. 


Phil really was different from pretty much every adult Wilbur had ever met. 
Wilbur couldn’t really identify the strange feeling in his chest at that realisation. 


“Nah, I think that’s just your skill issues, Techno” he joked, which earned him a glare from 
Techno and laughter from Tommy and Phil. 


Against Wilbur’s expectations, Tommy was also really insistent on teaching him how to turn 
invisible. At least once every other day, the boy would come into Wilbur’s room and declared 
that they would train some more. 


Training was really just Wilbur trying to focus while Tommy told him more and more 
obscure tactics he could use, which Wilbur just ignored most of the time. 


“Why don’t you try to hide under the bad? You are basically already invisible if no one can 
see you. Maybe than you will turn actually invisible,” Tommy suggested one day, nearly 
three weeks into Wilbur’s stay. 


“T really doubt that would work,” Wilbur replied, losing his focus once again. 


“Why not?” 


“Well, first of all, because it makes absolutely no sense. And second, I have accidentally 
turned invisible right in front of other people before, so I don’t think you seeing me is the 
problem here. On the other hand, you constantly breaking my focus is really annoying.” 


“T’m not annoying,” Tommy said, grossing his arms and flaring his wings. It was probably 
supposed to look threatening, but in reality, was rather cute since they weren’t very big. 


“You are an annoying little gremlin.” Wilbur pushed Tommy lightly in the shoulder, so the 
boy lost his balance and fell back on the bad. 


“Hey!” Tommy exclaimed. “I’m not a gremlin. I’m a racoon.” 
“What does this have to do with a racoon?” 


“Papa always said I’m like a racoon. Because I always ate all the snacks in the house.” Just to 
demonstrate, Tommy sat back up and reached for the bag of chips he had brought with him. 
He always claimed the chips were for Wilbur, so he would have enough energy to actually 
turn invisible. In reality, it was mostly just Tommy eating them while he watched. 


“Well, Phil is right. You really are a racoon, then.” 


“Not Phil. Papa said that. Phil always calls me a magpie because I steal all of his shiny stuff,” 
Tommy declared proudly, successfully confusing Wilbur. 


“Ts there a difference?” 


Tommy seemed almost offended by that question. “Obviously. You see, a magpie is a bird 
and a racoon- “ 


“No, not that,” Wilbur clarified. “I mean is Papa not Phil?” 


“Papa is Papa and Phil is Dad,” Tommy stated, like it would explain everything. Then, he 
proceeded to list differences between racoons and magpies. 


Wilbur didn’t really understand it, but he didn’t press any further either. Most likely, 
Tommy’s Papa was either his biological father or a former foster-father. With the way he 
talked about him, Tommy seemed to really like him. But there must be some reason that the 
man was no longer in Tommy’s life and Wilbur wanted to avoid talking about any touchy 
subject. 


“Anyway,” Tommy interrupted, “you should go back to concentrating. We’re not here for 
nothing.” 


Wilbur rolled his eyes, but dutifully went back to what he was doing prior. He looked down 
at his hands and imagined them going invisible. He tried to remember how it had felt when 
he had done it on accident, but all he had really felt at those moments was fear. He couldn’t 
remember if his body had felt any different when it was invisible. 


Now that he thought about it, it made sense that he only ever turned invisible when he had 
felt threatened. Most likely, this ability was some kind of defence mechanism after all. But 
that would still leave the question why it only ever happened on some occasions. He had 
been in situations where he desperately wanted to turn invisible but didn’t. 


There was also the matter of turning intangible. He knew he had to be invisible to be 
intangible, but so far this hadn’t happened once. Though he had never actually tried going 
through walls while he had been invisible, maybe he just hadn’t noticed. 


Wilbur was suddenly pulled out of his thoughts when Tommy let out a loud gasp. Blinking 
back into reality, Wilbur looked back on his hands, only to notice that they are gone. 


Wait, what? 
Well, they weren’t fully gone. Wilbur could still see a faint outline, but that was it. 


He had actually turned invisible. He had actually managed to do so while he was actively 
trying. 


“Where are you?” Tommy suddenly asked. 


Wilbur glanced up to notice that the boy was looking around the room almost frantically. He 
seemed really unsure all of a sudden. 


“I’m still here. You just can’t see me,” Wilbur immediately reassured. “Reach up your hand, 
Pll take it.” 


Tommy hesitantly reached out and Wilbur took the hand in his own, relived that he still was 
corporeal. Tommy flinched slightly at the sudden contact, but before Wilbur could pull back, 
he grasped the hand tightly. 


“So you are still there?” Tommy asked, voice wavering slightly. 
“Yeah. I’m right in front of you, just where I’ve been sitting a few seconds ago.” 


“Can you turn visible again?” Tommy’s eyes were fixed on where their hands were 
intertwined in a firm grip. 


For a brief moment, Wilbur panicked. He had no idea how he had managed to turn invisible. 
How was he supposed to turn visible again on command. Previously, it had always just 
stopped after some time. 


Before he had properly time to think about it, he suddenly saw how Tommy’s eyes went wide 
and boy took in a surprised breath. Wilbur glanced down and noticed he was fully visible 
once more. 


Before Wilbur could register anything else, Tommy moved towards him and hugged him. 
Wilbur didn’t know what else to do, so he just hugged him back. He couldn’t really 
remember when he had last hugged someone and it felt awkward at first, but the smaller boy 
fit perfectly in his arms and tucked his head under Wilbur’s chin. 


“That was scarry,” Tommy said. He tried to wrap his wings around them, but they barely 
reached past Wilbur’s shoulders. It still felt nice. 


“Tt’s okay. I’m right here,” Wilbur reassured. He had no idea where Tommy’s sudden fear 
came from but he did his best to comfort him. Wilbur didn’t know anything about Tommy’s 
past, it could have been all kind of different things. Maybe Wilbur suddenly turning invisible 
unlocked a bad memory, maybe it was something else entirely. It didn’t really matter in the 
moment. 


“Please don’t disappear again.” Tommy held Wilbur tight, as if he might actually just do so if 
he let go. 


Wilbur stilled at these words. He wanted to promise Tommy that he won’t disappear. That he 
won’t go away and be always right by his side. But the dark reality was that he could not 
guarantee it. He could not say for certain that he will stay here. 


As much as he wanted to stay, ultimately it was up to Phil. Phil would decide if he wanted to 
send Wilbur back into the system or kick him out once he turned eighteen. Wilbur had no say 
in it. And while he still didn’t trust Phil, he slowly realised that he wanted to stay, just for 
Tommy and Techno. They hardly knew each other, but they were already closer than Wilbur 
had ever been with any other foster-siblings. He imagined that that must be what it felt like to 
have brothers. 


As much as it broke his hear, Wilbur couldn’t bring himself to lie to Tommy and tell him that 
he won’t disappear when he didn’t know what will happen. 


“T’m still here,” he whispered instead in the boy’s hair, trying to reassure them both. 


That night, Wilbur had found himself once again on the patio, starring out into the dark 
backyard. Techno stood right beside him, looking at the stars in silence. 


It had become somewhat of a routine for the two of them. Wilbur would come out if he 
couldn’t sleep or woke up from yet another nightmare. And if Techno was still awake and 
heard Wilbur walk down, he would come out as well and give him some company. Techno 
would always take a coat with him, so he wouldn’t get too cold. At one point, he started to 
bring Wilbur his coat as well. Despite the others reassurance that he didn’t feel the cold, he 
would still end up wearing it. It was a nice gesture. 


Most of the time, they would take to each other and exchanged stories from their pasts, both 
good and bad ones. Wilbur quickly found out that they weren’t that different at all. Techno 
had been to a lot of different houses before Phil, some of which definitely shouldn’t have 
been allowed to foster children. 


It was nice to have someone to talk to who actually understood him. While talking to Niki 
and the others was nice, they didn’t know much about Wilbur. He had lied to them about 
being a human and actively avoided talking about his family or his past, not wanting them to 
know anything about it. He didn’t know how they would react if he told them. Most likely 
they would pity him, and Wilbur hated being pitied. 


Techno, however, already knew enough about him. He knew that he was a Phantom and what 
problems came with that, he knew that he didn’t grow up with a loving family and he knew at 
least the basics about what had happened in Wilbur’s last house. He also understood, just like 
Wilbur himself understood it, that his fears might not always come from a logical standpoint, 

but that didn’t make them any less frightening. 


Techno didn’t question any of it and that was a good change for once. 


“Can I ask you a question?” Wilbur asked that night. “It’s about Tommy. You don’t have to 
answer if you think it’s anything too personal.” 


“Sure,” Techno replied, not looking away from the stars. 


“Who is Tommy’s Papa? Tommy talked about him earlier today. He seemed really fond of 
him, but I never heard any mentions of Tommy still having another father. I didn’t really want 
to ask Tommy more about it.” 


“Tt’s...,” Techno paused, trying to find the right words. “He is Tommy’s biological father. His 
name was Jamie. Tommy’s past isn’t really like ours. He never was in the system for long. 
Jamie raised Tommy alone, since his mother didn’t want to have anything to do with them. 
Jamie and Phil were friends, probably because they were the only Elytrians in the 
neighbourhood at the time. Tommy had technically known Phil before me, even if I have 
lived here for longer than him.” 


Techno paused again. Wilbur patiently waited for him to continue. 
“Jamie died a few years ago, when Tommy was seven.” 
“And Phil adopted him after that?” 


“Well, not exactly. Jamie had died really unexpectedly. From one day to the other, he was just 
gone and it was all kind of a mess. Phil certainly tried to take Tommy in and he stayed with 
us for some time right after his father’s death, since there weren’t any relatives to take care of 
him. But then Tommy’s mother suddenly decided she would take him. Nobody really knew 
why all of a sudden. 


“Phil had only known Tommy’s mother through stories Jamie had told him, but he knew that 
she wasn’t really a good person and definitely not fit to raise a child. But since she was his 
biological mother, he couldn’t really do anything about it. So, Tommy went to stay with her, 
even if he didn’t want to. We didn’t hear anything from Tommy for nearly two months after 
that. We tried to reach out, but his mother refused any contact, which in itself was worrying 
enough. 


“And then, one day, Tommy just appeared at our doorstep, crying and pleading Phil to let him 
stay here. He was extremely thin and his wings were a total mess. He has somehow managed 
to run away from his mother and make his way back to us from another state, despite being 
only seven at the time.” 


“How did he manage that?” Wilbur asked. 


Techno just shrugged. “No one really knows. Tommy declared that he walked the entire way, 
because he is a big man, but it’s a multiple day walk, so it’s probably a lie. We think he has 
snuck on a train or somehow managed to get a bus ticket, or maybe he had help from 
someone else. But we don’t know for certain, and Tommy still refuses to tell us.” 


“That does sound like Tommy,” Wilbur remarked, letting out a small laugh. “Did Phil adopt 
him after that?” 


“Yeah,” Techno replied. “Well, it wasn’t that easy. His mother still wanted to have custody, 
but Phil fought tooth and nail against it. He filed a report for child-neglect against her. It took 
nearly another two months, in which Tommy luckily was allowed to stay with us, until Phil 
got full custody and was able to adopt Tommy.” 


“Oh,” was all Wilbur gave as a response after Techno had finished his story. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you enjoyed the chapter. I’m not a hundred percent satisfied with the abrupt 
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Lightning illuminated the dark sky, followed only moments later by loud thunder cracking 
through the silence of the night. 


Wilbur had never particularly minded thunderstorms. Quite the opposite actually, he really 
enjoyed them. While he wasn’t a big fan of loud noises in general, thunder had always had 
something calming to him. There was something reassuring in nature being loud enough to 
drown out every other noise, not matter if it were screaming parents or crying children. 


He also really liked watching lightning, seeing the entire world being bathed in light, just for 
a short moment. 


Wilbur was lying wide awake in his bed when the storm started. It really came out of 
nowhere. The wind had picked up slightly and it started to rain and within a few minutes, it 
became a full-on thunderstorm. 


For once, Wilbur didn’t mind being awake in the middle of the night if it meant he could 
enjoy the storm. He watched the lightning paint shadows on his wall and counted the seconds 
until he could hear the thunder. 


One. 
Two. 
Th- BOOM! 


Wilbur could feel his bones shake at the loud noise. The storm really was right above them. 
Hopefully the lightning won’t hit any buildings. 


He was startled by a sudden knock on his door. The thunder had drowned out all footsteps, so 
Wilbur had no idea who stood outside of his door. His heartbeat started to pick up 
immediately. 


Before Wilbur had the chance to think about who might want to come in in the middle of the 
night, he could hear Tommy speaking on the other side. “Can I come in?” 


“Yes,” Wilbur replied and Tommy didn’t waste a second before he opened the door and came 
running in. He immediately went towards the bad and sat down, right next to Wilbur, taking 
the blanked and wrapping it around him. 


“Are you afraid?”, he asked, looking at Wilbur expectantly. 

“Do you mean of the storm?” 

A nod. 

“No,” Wilbur replied honestly. “I actually quite like thunderstorms. Are you- “ 


Wilbur was interrupted by another lightning flashing up, immediately followed by loud 
thunder. 


Tommy flinched and drew the blanket even tighter around himself. He let out a small chirp, 
and while Wilbur had no idea about Avian sounds, he was pretty sure this one meant that 
Tommy was scared. 


“You don’t like them, do you?” Wilbur asked, though the answer was quite obvious. 
Carefully he wrapped his arms around the boy, who immediately leaned into the touch. 


Tommy nodded, hiding himself deeper in Wilbur’s arms as the next lightning flashed across 
the sky. 


“That’s fine. Many people don’t like thunderstorms. They are really scary.” 


“T had to make sure you weren’t afraid,” Tommy said, sounding unbelievably small. 
“Because you were all alone in your room. And being afraid and alone sucks.” 


Truer words have probably never been spoken, in Wilbur’s opinion. Being alone and afraid 
really sucked, and he had enough experience with it. It was probably second worse to being 
afraid and with the person you are afraid of, which Wilbur had, unfortunately, even more 
experience with. 


Wilbur didn’t say any of that though. Instead, he only replied, “Thanks for checking up on 
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me. 


Bothe of them were suddenly startled by another knock on the door, immediately followed by 
Techno sticking his head in, since Tommy had left it slightly open. 


“There you are,” Techno said upon spotting Tommy in Wilbur’s arms. 


“Wilbur said he likes storms, like a madman,” Tommy immediately exclaimed, sounding 
almost offended by it. 


“Well, not everyone is a coward like you,” Techno replied, entering the room, and sitting 
down on the bad next to them. 


“Hey! I’m not a coward!” Tommy tried to make himself look brave, though when the next 
thunder hit, he hid once more in Wilbur’s arms. 


“Don’t worry, I’m just kidding. I also don’t like them.” 
“Really?” Wilbur asked. “You don’t seem like the type to be afraid of storms.” 


To be honest, Techno didn’t look like he was afraid of anything. He was strong and nothing 
seemed to really affect him that much. 


“T’m not afraid of them anymore, but I used to when I was younger,” Techno clarified. Then, 
after looking at Wilbur for a few moments, he added, “You didn’t strike me as someone who 
likes thunderstorms.” 


Wilbur just shrugged, holding Tommy closer, who was now leaning fully against Wilbur and 
closing his eyes. “I never really minded them that much, even when I was a kid. I don’t really 
know how to describe it, but they have something calming to them.” 


For some time, they didn’t say anything else. Instead, they just sat in silence and listened to 
the rain tapping against the window and the thunder slowly going further away. 


When after several minutes still no one had said anything, both Techno and Wilbur looked 
down to Tommy, who was unusually quiet. They quickly realised that the boy was fast asleep 
against Wilbur’s chest, still holding on to his arms, chest rising and falling in even breaths. 


“Well,” Techno huffed, “that solves the problem of him not being able to sleep. I can take 
him back to my room if you don’t want him sleeping here though.” 


“No, it’s fine. I don’t mind.” Wilbur shook his head and shifted slightly to be more 
comfortable, careful as not to wake Tommy. “Is he always this clingy during storms?” 


“Yeah, he usually sleeps with either me or Phil because he doesn’t want to be alone during 
them. Though earlier, he just suddenly jumped up, said he had to check something and ran 
out of the room.” 


“He wanted to make sure I’m not afraid of thunderstorms.” 
Techno smiled at that. “That’s sweet.” 

“Yeah,” Wilbur nodded. “He’s a good kid.” 

“He is. You really don’t mind him sleeping here?” 

“T really don’t.” 


“Okay, just call if you need anything.” With these words, Techno stood up and made his way 
to the door. “Good night.” 


“Good night.” 


It was at one day in the middle of November that Techno asked something that Wilbur did 
not expect, at all. It was a Saturday, just after lunch. Tommy was at a friend’s house and Phil 
was in his office, which left Techno and Wilbur alone in the kitchen, cleaning the dishes. 


“T’m meeting up with a few friends later, do you want to come?” Techno suddenly asked into 
the quiet, not even looking up from were washing the plates. 


Meanwhile, Wilbur nearly dropped the glass he was holding, his mind coming to a full stop. 
“J... What?” 


“We’re making a campfire near the lake,” Techno said casually. 


“Tt’s the middle of November.” Wilbur decided to just focus on that while his mind still 
processed what Techno had offered. Who makes a campfire in the middle of November? It’s 
freezing outside. 


Techno let out a small laugh. “I know, but it’s somewhat of a tradition in our friend-group. 
We meet up at Dream’s place once a month to make a campfire by the lake he lives at, even 
during winter. If it gets too cold, we just go into his house. So, do you want to come? You 
haven’t left the house since you came here, I think it would really do you some good.” 


“TJ...” Wilbur started but broke off again, not knowing what to say. Did he want to come? On 
one hand, what Techno had said was true. Wilbur hadn’t left the house since their first 
shopping trip and going out would probably be good for him. 


But on the other hand, the idea of going out and meeting new people terrified him. Do they 
know that he was a Phantom? Even if they don’t, they would at least know about him being 
in the system and have questions about that. Wilbur had refrained from telling it to Niki and 
the others to avoid unpleasant questions or pity, but he couldn’t do that with Techno’s friends. 


Techno seemed to notice his worries. “It’s just a handful of people, no big gathering or 
anything. Most of them are Hybrids and they are really nice. And we are meeting only after 
sundown anyway, so you don’t have to worry about the sun.” 


“Do they...” Wilbur tried, but his voice once again broke off. His mind was racing and it was 
hard to form a coherent thought. 


Techno just looked at him, waiting patiently for Wilbur to ask his question. 
“Do they know I’m a Phantom?” Wilbur finally managed to get out. 


Techno shook his head. “No, I haven’t told them. The only thing they know about you is that 
you are my foster brother, that’s it. I can tell them if you want to. Or you could also just say 


you’re... I don’t know, a Feline or something, that’s a plausible lie." 


“No, don’t tell them,” Wilbur immediately said, and then, more quietly, he added, “Sorry, I 
just don’t want them to ask any questions.” 


It wasn’t like he was ashamed of being a Phantom. He certainly wasn’t proud of it, but he 
wasn’t ashamed. It was just something that was, that he couldn’t change. However, if people 
would know about it, they would have questions and would want to know how it happened. 
Wilbur would just rather avoid those memories. 


“It’s fine,” Techno replied. “I would probably do the same if I were in your situation. Does 
this mean you’ll come?” 


Wilbur hesitated once more. While the idea of meeting total strangers turned his stomach 
upside down, he also desperately wanted to get out of the house for once. 


“Yeah, I'll come. If you don’t mind,” he finally said. 


“Okay, nice.” 


A few hours later, Wilbur found himself in his room, having a mild breakdown. He had been 
fine during most of the afternoon, not really thinking about what he was doing later. Techno 
had told him that they would be going shortly after sundown. So, as the sun slowly 
disappeared behind the horizon, Wilbur started to get more and more anxious. 


It was only when he finally decided to change into other cloths that the situation fully hit him. 
He was just opening his closet when he suddenly froze and his breathing picked up speed. 


For the first time in months, for the first time since the incident, he was actually going out to 
meet new people his age. He didn’t know how to feel about that. 


Socialising, talking with people, had always come easy to Wilbur. He was good at reading 
people and adapting his personality to theirs. In the past, he had always thrived on being 
surrounded by people, even when he was scared of losing them eventually. 


But Wilbur didn’t feel like the person he used to be before the incident. So much had changed 
about him that he didn’t really know anymore who he was. 


He hadn’t been around any people his age except Techno since the incident. Sure, he had 
spent a lot of time in calls with Niki and the others, but that was behind the safety of a screen. 
Meeting people in real-live felt a lot different. 


They surely will have questions about his past and he would have to answer them. He 
couldn’t just claim he had to be somewhere and end the call; he would have to actually face 
them. What if they saw right through his lies? What if someone realised that he was a 
Phantom? 


What if he accidently turned invisible? Since he had managed it once, Wilbur had gotten 
quite good on turning invisible willingly and it hadn’t happened on accident since then. But 
still, the fear was there. 


There was also a small part of Wilbur, that was convinced that this was all trick. He trusted 
Techno well enough, but some part of him still believed that Techno only invited him so he 
and his friends could make fun of him. It wouldn’t be the first time that a foster sibling had 
done that. 


Wilbur’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a loud knock on the door, pulling him back 
into reality. 


“Are you ready? The sun is fully down, so we are good to go,” Techno’s voice came from the 
other side. 


It took Wilbur a few moments until he found his voice again and answered. “Just a second, 
Ill be right there.” 


“Okay, [ll wait downstairs.” After that, Wilbur could hear Techno walking down the stairs. 


He took a few deep breaths, calming his nerves as best as he could. He finally opened the 
closet-door he had been staring at for who knows how long, and after a few moments of 
consideration, he took out the yellow sweater Tommy had picked for him, along with some 
fitting pants. After a quick glance in the bathroom mirror to check his hair, he followed 
Techno downstairs. 


Wilbur wasn’t really surprised when he saw Techno already holding out his coat for him. 
Before he even had the time to protest that he didn’t need it, the other said, “I’m not letting 
you out of this house without a coat. Ill get cold just by watching you.” 


Reluctantly, Wilbur reached for the coat and put it on, followed by his shoes. As he tied his 
shoes, he realised that this was actually the first time he was wearing them. The only times he 
had left the house was when he went on the patio at night, and he never wore shoes there. 
They felt strange, new, nothing like the old pair he had gotten used to wearing. 


Once he was done, Wilbur followed Techno outside. The other was wearing a heavy coat 
along with a thick scarf, clearly not enjoying the cold. 


“Come on, Dream’s house is just a short walk away,” Techno said as he started going down 
the road. 


“Dream is the guy you go fencing with, right?” Wilbur asked, falling in step with him. 


“Yes. He’s also the one Tommy likes to call “green bitch’. You’Il probably see why once you 
meet him. He’s always wearing this ugly green sweater because it matches his eye colour. 
He’s not a bad guy though.” 


“And what are the others like?” Wilbur questioned, fidgeting with the sleave of his coat. It 
felt like his anxiety was increasing by every step he took. 


“They are also all nice. Don’t worry, I’Il introduce you once we actually arrive,” Techno said, 
clancing over at Wilbur. “Are you nervous?” 


Wilbur looked down at his feet. “Is it that obvious?” 


“A little,” Techno chuckled light-heartedly. “There’s really no reason to worry though. I think 
you’ll get along whit them just fine. And we can go home whenever you want, just say 
something.” 


“Yeah, thanks,” Wilbur breathed out. 


They walked the rest of the way in a comfortable silence. Techno’s words had helped a bit to 
calm Wilbur’s nerves but didn’t erase them completely. 


The lake came into view only a short time after. It wasn’t anything special, just a small lake 
with a few houses around it, but it still looked nice. Techno stirred them to what was probably 
the largest house around the entire lake. It really could be better described as a villa than a 
house. Dream’s parents probably had a lot of money if they could afford to live like this. 


Techno didn’t walk towards the door, like Wilbur had expected, but instead went around the 
house, towards the backside that bordered the lake. Before they fully reached it, Wilbur could 
already hear the crackling of fire and a few people laughing. 


Wilbur stopped dead in his tracks, freezing up where he was standing. 


Techno walked a few more steps before he realised that Wilbur had stopped walking. When 
he finally noticed, he stopped as well and turned around. “Are you alright?” 


“Yeah, sorry. I... I just need a moment,” Wilbur said, trying to collect his thoughts again. 


There was a small voice in Wilbur’s head that told him that this was a mistake, that he should 
get away from here. He knew that it was illogical, that nothing really bad could happen. But 
still, he wasn’t able to quiet that voice. 


Wilbur hated this. He hated that he couldn’t just meet people and not immediately assume the 
worst of them. 


After a few moments Techno, who waited patiently, asked, “Are you good to go?” 
Wilbur took a deep breath and nodded, trying to convince himself that he was ready. 


Witch Wilbur’s confirmation, Techno kept on walking towards the noise, Wilbur following 
close behind. They didn’t have to walk far for the source of the noise to come into view. 


Right next to the lake, was a crackling campfire with five people sitting around it. Well, not 
all of them were sitting around it. One guy with dark hair and a white headband was actually 
sitting in the fire, stirring around in the embers with his bare hands. Clearly a Blazeborn, 
visible by the rods that floated around his body and the fact that he didn’t mind the flames 
licking his skin in the slightest. 


“Sap, get out here and sit next to us. Your body is a good heater,” one of the other guys 
complained. He had dark hair as well, and a pair of bright yellow wings on his back. He had 
his wings wrapped tightly around himself and the person sitting next to him, a guy with 
brown, fluffy hair and a colourful sweater. From the looks of it, he might be part Arachnid, 
though it was hard to tell since he was mostly hidden by the wing. 


“Hell no. It’s fucking freezing,” the one in the fire, Sap apparently, replied. 


“That’s easy for you to say. You are literally surrounded by flames,” someone else said. If 
Wilbur had to guess, he would say that this was Dream, based on the bright green sweater he 
wore. 


The one sitting next to Dream, with big, white glasses on, didn’t say anything, but instead 
just took a piece of wood from next to him and threw it at the fire. 


“Hey! What the fuck, George!” 
“T just want to keep the fire going,” the one with the classes replied. 


Before anyone could say something else, the one with the wings looked up and Techno and 
Wilbur were finally spotted. “Hey, Techno,” he shouted, waving his hand, and drawing the 
attention of everyone else. 


“Hi,” Techno said once they actually reached the group. Then, he turned to Wilbur, who was 
just awkwardly standing behind him, unsure what to do. “Everyone, this is my new foster- 
brother, Wilbur. Wilbur, these are- “ 


Before Techno could even finish his sentence, the one who Wilbur assumed to be Dream 
jumped up and walked over to them, holding his hand out to Wilbur. “Hey Wilbur, I’m 
Dream. It’s nice to finally meet you. I would like to say I’ve heard much about you, but that 
would be a lie. Techno literally didn’t even tell us your name until just now.” 


“Uh... hi,” Wilbur replied. He took Dream’s hand and shook it while cursing himself 
inwardly for how awkward he sounded. Why can’t meeting new people just be easy. 


Dream didn’t seem to mind Wilbur’s lack of words and kept talking. “Let’s introduce you to 
everyone. The one sitting in the fire is Sapnap. He’s a Blazeborn, as you might have guessed. 
The one currently throwing logs at Sapnap is George, he’s Feline.” 


The two in question both waved shortly at Wilbur before George reached for another log and 
chucked it at Sapnap, who tried to defend himself with another piece of wood, to no avail. 


“The Avian over there is Quackity.” 
“Fuck you, man! My flight-feathers have fully grown in. I’m officially an Elytrian now.” 


Dream ignored the protest fully and just continued talking. “And the one hidden behind his 
wing is Karl. He is, like, one quarter Arachnid, or something like that. I also think he fell 
asleep.” 


“T’m not asleep,” came a muffled response from behind the wing, before Karl stuck his head 
out. “Nice to meet you, Wilbur.” 


“Tt’s nice to meet you all as well,” Wilbur said, feeling slightly out of place. 


While Dream had introduced everyone, Techno had sat down at one of the benches around 
the fire. Not really knowing what else to do, Wilbur took place beside him. 


“Ts anyone else coming?” Techno asked no one in particular. 


“Slime won’t be able to make it. The others will probably arrive soon,” George replied as he 
reached behind himself and pulled out a can of soda. Wordlessly, he threw it over to Techno, 
who caught it with ease. It looked like it was a known routine with how they didn’t even have 
to look at each other. 


“Do you also want a soda, Wilbur? I think Dream also has root bear somewhere if you prefer 
that,” Gorge than asked. 


“Soda’s fine.” 


Before Wilbur had time to brace himself, George pulled out another soda and threw it at him. 
He just barely managed to catch it. 


For a few moments, a strange silence filled the air. Everyone clearly had questions they 
wanted to ask, but no one wanted to be the first to do so. Wilbur didn’t know what to say 
either, so he just waited quietly. 


Finally, Quackity was the first one to speak up. “So, Wilbur, how do you like this town so 
far?” 


“Tt’s... nice,” Wilbur settled on after some hesitation. To be entirely honest, he had no idea 
what the town was like because he hadn’t left the house. But saying that will probably only 
raise questions he didn’t want to answer. “It’s a lot quieter than in the city.” 


“That’s true,” Quackity snorted. “But it’s also really boring here. There’s so much more 
action in the city.” 


“Q grew up in a big city,” Sapnap clarified. “He only moved here just over a year ago.” 


“Yeah, and I’m definitely going back there once I graduated. I’m going to open a casino and 
get fucking rich.” 


“Sure you will,” Sapnap said before turning back to Wilbur. “What about you? Have you 
lived much in the city?” 


Wilbur nodded. “Yeah, a few times. But I don’t really like the constant traffic noise, and the 
air is way better out here.” Well, the air would be better if he wasn’t constantly locked up in 
his room, only able to open his window at night. 


“T get it,” Karl threw in from behind Quackity’s wing. “I also prefer the countryside.” 


“Wait! So you are not going to live with me in my casino?” Quackity raised his wing slightly 
so Karl could actually see the look of betrayal on his face. 


In response, Karl just grabbed the wing and pulled it around himself again. “Don’t worry. I’m 
going to visit your stupid casino.” 


At that moment, Dreams eyes locked on something behind Techno and Wilbur and his face lit 
up as he waved his hand. “Hey, you made it.” 


Wilbur turned around to look at the new arrival, slightly confused. The way he sat, he was 
facing to the house and the entrance of the yard, behind him was only the lake. 


He didn’t really know what he expected, but what he definitely did not expect was to see a 
figure walking out of the lake. What he expected even less was said figure being a merling 
girl with soft pink hair. 


And as Wilbur watched her step out of the lake and look up to the group, mouth already half 
open in a greeting, their eyes met and she stopped dead in her tracks, disbelief written all over 
her face. 


“Wilbur?” 
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“Wilbur?” Niki asked, voice filled with disbelief. 
For a few moments Wilbur just starred at her, mind running at a hundred miles an hour. 


How was this possible? How was Niki here? It’s probably just a really big coincidence, but 
still. 


Now that Wilbur thought about it, they had never actually talked about where they lived. All 
he knew was that Niki lived right next to a small lake. How could they have possibly guessed 
that it was the same lake he currently lived nearby. 


Anxiety twisted Wilbur’s stomach as he had another realisation. He had lied to Niki. He had 
told her he lived together with his biological family. Well, he hadn’t phrased it like that, but it 
was definitely implied that way. At least he hadn’t mentioned that he was in foster care and 
didn’t actually have a family. 


But now she knew. Now she knew that Techno was her foster-brother and that everything he 
had told her was a lie. 


Would she call him out on it? Would she tell everyone else about his lies? He had just met 
them, but they surely wouldn’t want to be friends with him when they can’t trust him. And 
how could you trust someone when you knew they were a liar? 


“Wait, you know each other?” Wilbur’s thoughts were suddenly interrupted by Quackity’s 
question. 


Finally back in reality, Wilbur realised that he had just been starring at Niki the whole time. 
Niki just stared back, confusion all over her face. The rest of the group looked between them, 
equally as confused. 


“Yeah,” Niki finally answered after a few more seconds of silence. ““We are in the same 
school. He’s the new guy I told you about, the one I help studying. How are you here?” 


The last sentence was directed at Wilbur. He opened his mouth to say something, anything, 
but no words came out. He was barely able to form a full thought, speaking seemed like too 


hard of a task. 


Distantly Wilbur noticed that he must have stood up at one point, and so had everyone else in 
the group. Wilbur also hadn’t realised that he had reached for his wrist again, feeling his fast 
pulse under the firm grip of his fingers. He probably had cut himself again, based on the 
small sting he could feel on his palm, but he didn’t look down to check, not wanting to draw 
any attention to it. 


“Wilbur is my new foster-brother,” Techno finally answered Niki’s question when it became 
clear that Wilbur won’t say anything. 


“Hold on,” Dream interrupted, seeming absolutely baffled. “To get this straight, Niki, the new 
guy you help studying is just by coincidence also Techno’s now foster-brother and lives only 
a few minutes away and you somehow didn’t realise that until now.” 


“Exactly,” Niki replied, a smile now replacing the confusion on her face. 
“How?” Dream exclaimed, throwing his hands in the air. “How did you not notice this?” 


“We just didn’t talk about where we lived,” Niki shot back. “This school has hundreds of 
students from all over the country, how should we have known that we coincidently lived 
near each other? What are the chances for this happening? This is crazy!” 


Wilbur still hadn’t said anything and just kept staring at Niki. She seemed to realise that 
because she turned back to him and asked a lot more quiet, “Can we talk in privet for a 
moment?” 


“Sure,” Wilbur replied, swallowing past the lump in his throat. Was she mad at him? 


After fetching a towel from a garden shed and wrapping it around herself to dry off, Niki led 
them around the house, so they would be out of earshot from the others. When they arrived 
there, Niki turned around and just looked at Wilbur, studying him from head to toe. 


Even though Wilbur was a lot taller than her, he felt himself shrink under her gaze. He 
already had an apology at the top of his tongue, but Niki spoke before he could even open his 
mouth. 


“Are you mad at me?” 
Wilbur’s thoughts came to a full stop at that. “What?” 


“Are you mad at me?” Niki repeated. “For... I don’t know. For not telling you where I live or 
something. I didn’t know we lived this near each other either, sorry.” 


Well, now Wilbur was fully confused. “No, I... We both didn’t know. Why should I be mad 
at you for this?” She should be the one mad at him, not the other way around. 


“You don’t seem happy about this,” she than said, looking almost sad. 


“What? No, I am happy. I think this is great. It’s just... Aren’t you mad at me?” 


Now it was Niki who was confused. “Why would I be mad at you?” 
“T lied to you,” Wilbur replied simply. 


It took a few seconds, but Wilbur could see the exact moment Niki realised what he was 
talking about. 


“Ts this because you didn’t tell me you are in foster care?” she asked. 
Wilbur nodded weekly, not able to look her in the eyes. He didn’t want to see her reaction. 


However, before Wilbur could do or say anything else, Niki spoke again. “I’m not mad at 
you.” She said it without hesitation, without a slither of doubt in her voice. 


At that, Wilbur finally looked up at her. “What?” 


“I’m not mad at you,” Niki repeated. “Sure, I’m not really happy that you have lied to me, 
but I understand why you did it. Or at least I think I do. You didn’t want me to pity you, did 
you?” 


Wilbur’s shoulders slumped at that. “Am I that obvious?” 


Niki let out a small lough. “Kind of. Plus, Techno did the exact same thing when we first 
met.” 


“Wait, really?” 


“Yeah. He came to Phil not long after I moved here and since we both were the new kids in 
the school, we started hanging out with each other. Techno told everyone that he just moved 
here with his dad. The lie didn’t hold up for long since many people knew Phil. It was also 
pretty obvious with the both of them being two completely different Hybrids. But don’t tell 
Techno that you got this from me. He doesn’t like to be reminded of it.” 


“Sure,” Wilbur chuckled. 


They fell into silence after that, but Wilbur broke it after only a few moments, anxiety still 
buzzing underneath his skin. “You are really not mad at me?” 


“Tm not,” Niki confirmed, looking straight at Wilbur. “Just... promise me that you won’t lie 
again. You don’t have to tell me everything about you. It’s fine if you don’t want to tell me 
something. But don’t lie about it, okay?” 


Wilbur froze. He didn’t know how to respond to that. He wanted to reassure her that he won’t 
lie to her anymore, but he can’t really do that when there was already another lie between 
them that he had yet to share. 


He could tell her the truth. He could tell her just then and there what he really was. She 
hadn’t asked any questions about him being in the system. Maybe she would react similar to 
finding out that he was a Phantom. If he would tell her now, she would probably not be too 
mad about him lying about this either. 


The words were at the tip of his tongue, and yet, he couldn’t say them. As much as he tried, 
he couldn’t bring himself to tell her the truth. 


It was stupid. He knew that Niki would understand it, that she wouldn’t hate him. But still, 
the words just won’t come out of his mouth. 


A small part of him also whispered that he just didn’t want to tell her because saying it out 
loud would make it too real. He could pretend to be human all he wanted, if he told her the 
truth, he would have to acknowledge it first. Wilbur ignored these thoughts the best he could 
and shoved them deep down, to all the other problems that he didn’t want to deal with. 


Niki seemed to pick up on his unease. “Everything okay?” she asked, voice filled with 
concern. 


“Yeah, sorry. I’m fine. It’s just...” Wilbur brushed a hand through his hair nervously, staring 
intently at the ground. “I... there is something else I have lied to you about.” 


Hesitantly, Wilbur looked up and met Niki’s gaze. She didn’t look mad. Instead, she just 
waited patiently for him to continue. 


“T... There is... I’m not...” Wilbur stumbled over his words, desperately trying to put some 
order to his scrambled thoughts. 


“T don’t think I’m ready to tell you this yet,” he finally got out. And before she had any 
chance to reply, he added, “I’m really sorry I lied to you. And I promise I won’t do it again. 
Just... this one thing. I’m not able to tell you this one thing. I will, one day. I promise I will 
tell you. Just... not yet.” 


Niki was silent for a few minutes, just looking at Wilbur. Wilbur felt anxiety twisting his 
guts. He had no idea what she was thinking. 


“Okay,” she finally responded. 
“Okay?” 


“T trust you,” Niki clarified. “I’m still not happy that you have lied to me in the first place. 
But I also know that there is probably a lot in your past that I don’t know about and I trust 
that you will tell me when you are ready to do so.” 


“T... Thank you,” Wilbur didn’t really know what else he could say besides thanking her. He 
wasn’t really sure how he had expected her to react, but it surely wasn’t her just accepting it. 


“You are bleeding,” Niki suddenly interrupted his thoughts. 
“What?” 
“On your hand. You have blood on your palms,” she said, gesturing down to Wilbur’s hand. 


He lifted his hands up to get a better look, and indeed, dried blood was smeared all over his 
palms. He could also see two fresh cuts on his left hand, though they have already stopped 


bleeding. 

“Oh,” Wilbur said. “Sorry, I’m really clumsy. And I have really sharp fingernails.” 
“Tt’s fine. Is it still bleeding?” Niki sounded genuinely concerned. 

“No,” Wilbur shook his head. “I think it has already stopped.” 


“That’s good, but you should probably still wash the blood off. Come,” without waiting for a 
response, Niki grabbed Wilbur’s wrist and dragged him along. 


Wilbur nearly flinched at the sudden contact, but then quickly leaned into the touch. Niki’s 
hands were surprisingly worm, despite the fact that she had just came out of the cold lake. 


Niki led them to a small garden shack with a water faucet at the back of it. There was a hose 
attached to it, which Niki quickly pulled off before she turned on the water. Wilbur didn’t 
hesitate to wash his hands. Now that he was actually aware of it, he could feel the unpleasant 
sensation of dried blood sticking to his skin and he wanted nothing more than to just get it 
off. 


Briefly, Wilbur’s mind wandered back to another time, when a lot more blood had stuck to 
not only his hands but the whole of his body. When he had pressed his shaking hands to a 
fresh wound, desperately trying to stop the blood flow. All he could see was the gun, still 
pointed at him, the bloody knife, lying discarded at the floor, and red, so much red. He could 
hear a deep laughter ringing through his ears while his entire body screamed in pain. 


“bur. Wil!” 


Wilbur was suddenly pulled out of his thoughts by someone shaking his shoulders. He 
blinked a few times and shook his head, trying to banish those thoughts. 


“Sorry. I’m sorry, I just...” he drifted of, not really sure what to say. 


“Are you okay?” Niki looked at him with concern in her eyes. “You just stared off into space 
and didn’t move. And you wouldn’t respond to anything I said.” 


Wilbur was still holding his hands under the water faucet, though it wasn’t running anymore. 
Had Niki turned it off? Thankfully, his hands were free of any blood, only the two small cuts 
and a lot of scars remaining. 


“Sorry,” Wilbur said, reaching for his wrist to feel his pulse. The fast but steady rhythm of his 
heart calmed him down a little. “I just... I remembered something I would rather just forget 
about.” 


“You don’t need to apologize for something like this. Do you want to talk about it? Talking 
often helps me to deal better with any problems or bad thoughts I have.” 


Wilbur hesitated at those words. 


The truth is, he never once actually talked with someone about what had happened. He had 
given the full story to the police, but that was it. When he had still been in the hospital, he 
was forced to take a therapy session once, which ended in him having a massive panic attack. 
He refused to go back after that, terrified at the prospect of being in a closed room, alone with 
an adult he knew nothing about. He also attended a group session once, though he didn’t say 
anything for the entire two hours, not wanting to share his story with some random strangers. 


Wilbur wasn’t even sure if his social worker knew about everything that had happened. The 
only people who knew the entire story were a couple police officers, a few people in court 
and probably some doctors. And the guy who did it, but he was safely locked away. 


There never really was much of a chance to talk about what had happened, just to get it off 
his chest. Phil and Techno both had offered him to talk about it, but he never actually took 
them up on that offer. 


Now Niki was asking if he wanted to talk about it, was offering to listen to his problems. 


It was tempting. Everyone always said talking about it helped, so there must be some truth to 
it. But Wilbur had never had someone to talk to. All his life, he always took his problems and 
fears and shoved them in a dark corner of his mind, to never be seen again. There was no 
point in talking about it if no one will listen and it might only end in more pain. 


“Thanks for the offer, but I don’t think I’m ready to talk about it yet. Maybe one day, 
though,” Wilbur finally managed to say. 


Niki looked sad at that answer, but she didn’t press any further. “Okay. But if you ever need 
anybody to talk to, just call me.” 


Wilbur nodded. Maybe one day he will actually find the courage to tell her about everything. 
Until then, he was just happy to have a friend who trusted him this much. 


Together they made their way back to the others, though only after Niki checked once again 
if Wilbur was actually alright. 


While they walked, Niki spoke once again, “You know, you should come over to my house 
sometimes. We can study together there, so we don’t have to do it over a call all the time.” 


Wilbur stopped dead in his tracks. Fuck. He hadn’t thought about that at all. Of course Niki 
would suggest something like that. Why wouldn’t she? They had spent hours in a call with 
each other, just being able to meet up at would be great. 


Except that Wilbur wasn’t ablet to do that. If he just went over to Niki’s place during the day, 
he would get severely hurt by the sunlight. Even if he went over before the sun rose or ona 
rainy day, Niki had no filters on her windows, so he still wouldn’t be safe. 


“T, ... ?m not...” he summered. Fuck. What was he supposed to say to that? How was he 
supposed to tell her that he couldn’t come over to her place without also telling her that he 
was a Phantom? 


Niki, who had stopped a few paces in front of Wilbur, looked at him expectantly. 
“T, uh... I can’t really leave the house that much,” Wilbur finally managed to say. 


Niki seemed confused at Wilbur’s words, but after a few seconds she seemed to realise 
something and her face changed to something more sympathetic. “Oh. Is it because of the 
health problems you have told me about?” 


For a few moments Wilbur had no idea what she was talking about. When had he ever told 
her anything about having health problems? Then he realised that when they had first met, he 
had told her he wasn’t able to attend a regular school due to medical reasons. That must be 
what she was talking about. 


“Yeah, that’s it,” Wilbur replied. “It’s kind of part of the secret, so I don’t want to get into any 
detail. I would love to meet up more often, but I really can’t.” Honestly, it sounded like a bad 
excuse, but Wilbur didn’t know what else to say. 


“Okay, that’s fine.” She sounded a bit disappointed, but she didn’t press the matter any 
further. 


Wilbur expected Niki to resume walking after that. But she kept standing where she was, 
looking at Wilbur like she had something else on her mind. 


After a few moments, she spoke up again. “Your health problems, are they, like, anything 
serious? Sorry, that sounded rude. It probably is something serious if you can’t leave the 
house much because of it. You don’t have to tell me what exactly it is, and I won’t treat you 
any different, no matter what. I just-,” Niki stumbled over her words. She looked at Wilbur 
with something between worry and resignation in her eyes. “I don’t want to wake up one day 
and get an unexpected message that you are dying, or worse.” 


Niki cared about him. That realisation hit Wilbur like a train. It really shouldn’t have, 
considering that Niki had told him how much she cared about him multiple times. But still, 
the knowledge that she would miss him if he was gone made something warm bloom in his 
chest. 


“No, don’t worry,” he immediately reassured her. “It’s nothing that serious. I can’t really tell 
you much and it’s kind of complicated, but I promise you that I won’t die because of it.” 


Niki let out a relived sigh. “Okay, that’s good. Thank you for telling me. Now, I think we 
should really go back to the others, or Techno might worry.” 


“Why would Techno worry?” Wilbur asked. 


“Well, ve seen the way he looks at you. He really cares about you. Whether you think the 
same or not, he considers you part of his family, and Techno is really protective over his 
family. I think it’s a piglin-thing, though it might also just be Techno. Now come on, let’s not 
let them wait any longer.” 


By the time Techno and Wilbur headed back home, it was nearly two in the morning. At one 
point during the evening, the group had decided to leave the campfire and instead continue in 
the much warmer interior of dream’s house, which was even more luxurious than Wilbur had 
expected. 


They had spent nearly the entire night just talking. Joking with each other, telling stories, or 
having heated discussions about the most mundane topics imaginable. 


Quackity had also brought along some cards and they had spent an hour or two playing a 
game that Wilbur still wasn’t really sure what the rules were. He was convinced that the 
others only refused to explain the rules properly so they could cheat better. That was 
definitely the only reason he kept losing. 


During the entire night, nobody asked Wilbur even once a question he didn’t want to answer. 
If they noticed he was uncomfortable with something, they quickly changed topics and never 
forced him to tell them anything about his past. 


Honestly, it was amazing. Even though Wilbur hardly knew any of them except maybe 
Techno and Niki, he didn’t feel like an outsider at all. They included him in whatever they 
did and if they talked about something he didn’t understand, someone was always quick to 
explain it to him. Nobody seemed to mind Wilbur being there. Instead, they all said he 
definitely had to come along the next time they met up. 


It truly felt like he was a part of the group, and that alone was more than he could ever ask 
for. He hadn’t though he would have the chance to experience something like this again. 


Suddenly Techno stepped in front of Wilbur, stopping him where he was walking, and asked, 
“Wait, why are you crying? Is something wrong? Did you not like it? I know they can be a lot 
sometimes, but you could have said something. We could have gone home at any time.” 


Wilbur lifted his fingers to his face and indeed, they came away wet. Oh. He hadn’t even 
noticed that he had started crying. When had that happened? 


Though at Techno’s words, Wilbur only let out a weak laugh that turned into a sob halfway 
through. Techno looked even more concerned. 


“No. No, that’s not it,” Wilbur immediately explained. “It was really nice to meet all your 
friends, they are amazing. I’ve had such a good time and I’m really happy right now. It’s 
just..., I...” he tailed off, not sure what to say. 


There was a storm of different emotions swirling in his chest and he had no idea how to put 
any of them into words. And now that he was aware of it, the tears only continued flowing 
and a sob escaped his lips. 


Hesitantly, Techno opened his arms and without hesitation, Wilbur went in for a hug. 
Techno’s strong arms closed around him and held him tight while Wilbur continued to sob 


into his shoulder. Techno smelt like smoke and a hint of the shampoo Wilbur had borrowed 
when he first came to the house. Techno’s body was also really warm, a stark contrast to 
Wilbur’s own cold hands. Like a drowning man to a lifeline, Wilbur held on to Techno like 
his life depended on it. 


After what felt like hours but were probably only a few minutes, Wilbur finally collected 
himself enough to continued speaking. “It’s just... A couple months ago I was fully prepared 
to die. I didn’t expect I would ever have a future. I was bleeding out on the floor of a dirty 
basement, thinking that I would never see the world outside again. I thought I would never 
have the chance to live a proper life.” 


Wilbur paused, taking a deep breath, before he continued, “And now I’m here. Even though 
nothing good had ever happened in my life, I somehow got a second chance. And I think 
meeting you all is the best thing that had ever happened to me. You are all so kind, and 
always listen to me. Phil hasn’t even kicked me out yet, even though I’m not even able to be 
alone in a room with him without having a panic attack. 


“And I hadn’t thought I would ever get to experience something like today ever again. To 
make new friends and just talk with them around a campfire. 


“When I first woke up in the hospital, I wished that I would have died. Nothing was ever kind 
in my life and I thought it was just cruel that I had continue despite already dying once. But 
now I’m just really happy that I got a second chance.” 


Techno didn’t say anything in response. He didn’t need to. Instead, he just held Wilbur closer, 
showing him without words that he was safe now. 


Wilbur just continued to sob into Techno’s shoulder. Crying over everything he had gone 
through and crying because life finally seemed to take a turn for the better. 


Chapter End Notes 


I hope you enjoyed the chapter. I really like how especially the last scene turned out. (I 
also nearly made myself cry while writing it) 


I just decided to throw any resemblance of an updating-schedule out of the window. The 
fact that it’s nearly been exactly a month again is purely a coincidence. I also usually 
write a lot during weekends but I’m going to be really busy during the next couple 
weekends (once because I’m going on a Hozier concert which I’m really fucking excited 
about) so let’s just see what will happen. 


As always, comments are really appreciated. And if you don’t know what to comment 
about, just tell me about the weather ;) 
Have a good day or sleep well. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


